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THE 


PREFACE. 

I. ' ' ' 

T HE great Mifchiefs which we already feel , 

and the far greater yet, we jujlly fear from 
theVniverfal Depravation of our Manners, 
and horrible Contempt of Sacred and Divine Things , 
have with good reafon alarm'd all the Wiler part of 
the Nation, who have a due Concern for the Interefts 
of Religion, or the Good of their Country. 
Confidering Men in all places exprefs their Melancholy 
Jpprehenfions , that if Vice and Prophanefs jhould 
without controul fpread their Infection much farther^ 
the Confequences would be fatal ; and that notwit h- 
{landing we have by His MajeftyV unrivall'd Cou¬ 
rage, and mojl prudent ConduB , furmounted our fears 
of Foreign Enemies, the Nation is fill in greater 
Danger from our Vices and Immoralities, our more 
formidable ones at Home. H is Majefty therefore , to 
put a flop to the progrefs of this dreadful Evil, 
and after he has Jav'd us from our Enemies, to de¬ 
liver us from our Selves, (his la/l and bar deft Tas kf) 
has been pleas'd to recommend from the Throne the 
Supprefling of Vice and Irreligion ; and our 
Honourable ReprefentatiVes , in nothing more 
honourable than in this , have exprefs'd a ready and 
becoming Zeal for the accomplishing this Great 
and Good Defign. 

To t bin f of extirpating Vice would be indeed a vain 
Imagination ; to Jupprejs its growth , and reduce its 
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'Tower and Interejl, is not impoffible. And tho' it mufl 
be granted, that even this is hard to be effeBed\ yet 
when a IVwkjs necejfary, the ‘Difficulty fhould only whet 
the Courage, and provoke the Zeal of the Vnderta - 
kers. And when our Government /hall endeavour 
to flop the various Sources of this Mifchrief, when it 
/hall attack^ with vigour the many monftrous Heads 
of this Hydra, that terrible one that poifons the 
Stage, and from thence conveys a deadly Contagion 
through the Kingdom, may, perhaps, receive a mor¬ 
tifying ftroke. It mull be confejs'd, but not to the. 
Honour of a Chriftian Nation, that Poetry was 
never in the wor/l of Times, or among the worH of 
Aden, employ d to more deferable 1 urpofes than it 
has been by the fVriters of this Age. This Weapon 
which might have been manag’d with great advantage 
againjl V ice and ProphaneG, they have made an 
Injlrument of Deftrudiion, and plung'd it into the, 
Towels of their Native Country. I will not fay 
that the worfl of our Poets, no not he who in the late 
loofe Reigns introduc’d and ejlablijhd that pernicious 
way of fVriting , which corrupted the Stage, and de¬ 
prav’d our Manners, had this ejfeB in view , and re¬ 
ally defigiid the fatal Confequences that attended their 
performances. Tis hard to imagine that any Men 
fhould be fo intelleBually Wicked, as to promote Im¬ 
morality and irreligion, meerly for the fake of doing 
Jo; but this has been, and is fill my complaint, that it 
is eventually true, that the Loofe ^w/Prophane Wri¬ 
tings of our Poets, what ever they defignd, have greatly 
contributed to that decay of Vertue, and corruption of 
Manners, which threaten the Nation with fuch dan¬ 
gerous Confequences . 
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The Regard I have for the Interefts of Religi¬ 
on, and my Zeal for the Safety and Happinefs of 
my Country, have extorted thefe Complaints from 
me: And though l kgiow 'tis impojfible to efcape the 
Reproaches of thoje who mil thinks themfelves ei¬ 
ther unjuftly, or too feverely cenfured in this 
Matter ; yet that is no difcouragement to me. if 
I can efcape the 'Defamation of their Panegy ricks, 
I thinf my f elf very fafe. 1 have no Terfonal Quarrel 
with any of the W riters 1 have cenfurd ■ and if they 
think^fit to expofe my Name for ajferting the Caufe 
of V ertue and Religion , I have no reajon to be 
dtfplea fed mth them for doing me fo great an Ho¬ 
nour. If it be not poffible to regulate this Grie¬ 
vance, and reform this evil Manner of Writing* 
at leaf I am willing that Pofterity fhould fnow, if 
my Writings fljould continue fo long, that the In¬ 
terefts of Religion and Vertue, I mean as far as 
Toetry is concerned in them, were not given up without 
Oppofttion, or any Protections enter'd againjl it. 

One of the mojl Famous Poets of the Stage bos 
at lajl exprefy own'd , that the Charge brought a - 
gainfl him is too juft. He has done it in two Lines ; 
the two belt he ever writ, and by which, in my Opi¬ 
nion, he has acquir'd more true Honour than by all 
the Volumes he has publifdd. The two Lines 
are thefe: 

What I have loofely, or prophanely writ, 

Let them to Fires, (their due DefertJ) commit. 

Verfts before Beauty in Dsflrefi . 

Though particular Perfons endeavour to vindicate 
themfelves, yet in the general *tis allow'd that the 

a Stage 
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Stage requires a Reformation. The chief things 
that are faid in the defence of our Modem Plays* 
are the fey that they are an agreeable Diverfion, 
and that they mightily polilli and improve our 
Language. But of what 'Terfons mufl that Audi¬ 
ence he compos’d, toko fhall call that an agreeable 
Diverfion, where Prophanefs and Immorality 
are kindly treated and encouraged, and Vertue and 
Wildom expofed and put out of Countenance ? Was 
it not an Argument of the great Degeneracy of the 
Romans , when they became delighted with the 
bloody Entertainments of the Amphitheatre, 
where the Gladiators mangled and killed one another 
for the Sport and Paftime of the cruel Spe&ators ? 
Tut tis infinitely more pardonable to be thus diver¬ 
ted, than to make Sport with the Tragical Ter - 
formances of the Englifli Theatre. Tis fad in¬ 
deed that Humane Nature fhould at any time be fo 
far dive fled of all tender Tajfions , as that it fhould 
be delighted with Torments and dying Ago¬ 
nies tho' of condemn’d Criminals ; but for any 
Teople to make it a Diverfion to fee their Religion 
in fulted, hurt , and wounded, to fee Vertue it felf re¬ 
ceive fuch cuts and deep gafhes, is a certain mark of 
the mofl deplorable Corruption. 

As to what is faid of the Improvement of our 
Language by the Writers for the Stage, I believe 
'tis in part true ; though it rnufi be own’d at the fame 
time that our mofl famous Mailers, and mofl correft 
Writers of Englifh, are either of the Clergy , or elfe 
are Gentlemen whofe Stile feems to have nothing of the 
Air of the Theatre in it. But fuppofe it were indeed 
true, that we owe aU the Refinements of our Lan¬ 
guage 
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g'Uage to the Stage, will that maty amends for the 
Mifchiefs which are univerfally laid to its Charge ? 
Does the Honour and Happinefs of a Teople depend 
upon the Politenefs of their Language, or the Pu¬ 
rity of their Manners ? let theje Gentlemen re- 
jlore the old Englifti Vertue, but fo far as 'tis im¬ 
pair d by them, and well be contented to take our old 
Language in the Condition they found it . 

There is a degree of Vtrtue neceffary to the fup- 
port of every Civil Society, without which the wi- 
left Laws, and the mofl prudent Trovifons will be 
in vain. Not many Princes have V?rtue enough for 
themfelves , but none , no not the Beft, not our Great 
Ring himfelf who has enough for many Kings, has 
enough for himfelf and his Teople too. For if the 
Corruption of any Nation fhould encreafe to that 
degree, that there fhould not be Aden of Fertile left 
to put the Laws in Execution ; if /^ Numbers and 
Confidence of the Criminals become fo great, that 
they fland upon their defence, defpife the Authority , 
and defy the Tower of the Magiftrate; that Nation 
for want of Vertue , let the Magiftrate and Laws 
- be never fo good ,mufl be certainly undone. IVhoever 
therefore , as the Toets of the Stage have done , [hall 
by any means fink the Vertue, and corrupt the 
Manners of the People , do effectually undermine the 
Foundations, and fubvert the Pillars of the Go¬ 
vernment ; for a profligate and flagitious Teople 
will deflroy themfelves in fpite of the beft Laws and 
the wifeft Minifters in the World. 

This is the ground of my Controverfie with the 
Stage. If a Foreign Enemy fhould invade the Na¬ 
tion, every Engliflrman fhould take the alarm , aU 
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though he has receiv'd from them no perfonal ‘Provo* 
cation. The fame Reafon mil juftifie the Oppofi- 
tiori I have made to thofe Poets I have at any time 
condemn’d, and mil plainly fhow that I did not do it 
unprovoked. Whoever undermines the Government, 
provokes every Man that loves It, to refill him. 

'Tis a great damage alfo to the Nation, that fo 
much of its fineft Spirit is thus wafted, or employed 
to very bad Ends. ’ Tis plain that many of a Poeti¬ 
cal Genius are likpwife ft for the greateft and high- 
eft Employments both in Church and State ; and there 
are but very few, that are fuch meer Poets, as only 
to be capable of being T urners of V erfes. // there - 
fore our Youth who are Poetically inclin'd, would 
confder the Matter , and thereupon apply themfelves 
to Tnfinefs, or feverer Studies, many of them might 
arife to eminent Stations, and at the fame time ad¬ 
vance themfelves , and become very ferviceable to 
their Country ; %nd by this means they would acquire 
greater Honour and Reputation , than ever they will 
do by their Rhimes and Plays : For if they would 
reflect, they would foon be convinc'd, that thu Poetry 
is indeed an Ornament to thofe that have more noble 
and more ufeful Qualities , yet when it becomes a Pro- 
feftion, 'tis one of the meanef and lowef fort: 'Tis 
like Dancing and Mufick which we value in a Gen¬ 
tleman, when a Mufician or a Dancing-Mafter 
make no confiderable Figure : So greatly diff erent 
are the degrees of Efteem, which all Men pay, and 
not without good reafon, to the fame Attainment, 
when ’tis in one an Accomplifhment , in another, 

a Trade. 
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And that I may not only cenfure the Performam 
Ces of others , but like wife give a frefh Example of 
a Writing that may both entertain and inftrudt the 
Reader, I have made a third, which I intend as my 
laft Attempt in Poetry. 

It has been obferved by great Judges, 

- and I find Mr. Le Clerk of the fame ParrhafiaBa * 
Opinion , that the Moderns have wholly form’d 
them)elves on the Models of the Ancients > and that 
We have fcarce any thing but the Greek and Latin 
Poetry in the JVorld. JVe have no Originals, but 
all Copiers and Tranfcribers of Homer, Pindar* 
and Theocritus, Virgil, Horace, and Ovid. 
c fheir Defign, their Phrale, their Manner , and 
even theix Heathen Theology, appear in all the 
Poems that have fince their Time been publi/hed to 
the World, efpecially in the Learned Languages. 
’ fis therefore to be wifidd that fome good Genius, 
qualify’d for finch an Undertaking, would breaks 
the lcc,ajfert the Liberty of Poetry, and fief up for 
an Original in Writing in a way accommodated to 
the Religion, Manners, and opher Circumftances 
we are now under. ‘But however we write , I thinly 
'tis high time to leave out our Allufions to the Pa¬ 
gan Divinity ; for how beautiful fioever they might 
be in in the Pagan A uthors, who wrote to a Beople 
that believ'd in thofe’ Deities, 'tis the mofi ridicu¬ 
lous and fenfelefs thing in the JVorld for a Chriftian 
Poet to bring in upon all Occafions the Rabble and 
Riffraff oof Heathenifh Gods ; and'yet if were * 

flee} on our Modern Boems one would thinly we were 
all Pagans to this day. JVhat have We to do with 
Jupiter and Juno, Mars and Venus, and the refil l 

b IVc 
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We know they are a f eft, and yet they are brought 
into all our mofl grave and chafteft Poems. Solemn 
Prayers are made to them by Chriftian-Writers, 
than which there cannot be a more intoller able Abfur- 
dity. I know * tis Jaid, as I have elfewhere obferv'd, 
that the Chriftian Scheme of Religion is not jo 
well accommodated to Poetical Writings, and there¬ 
fore our Poets are oblig'd to embelifh their Works 
with the Pagan Theology : A wretched Apolo- 
gy ! Are our Poets then fo dry and barren, have 
they fo little Learning, and Jo poor a flock^ ^/ima¬ 
ges, that they are not able to furnifh them)elves with 
proper Allufions, fur pricing Metaphors, and beau¬ 
tiful Similes, without reviving the old exploded Ido- 
latry of the Heathens ? As in this Book of Job, 
they will find a Poem that is indeed an Original, and 
not beholding to the Greek and Latin Springs ; fo 
they will find, if it be not deprefs’d by the Para- 
phrafe , a fublime Stile, elevated Thoughts, 
magnificent Expreflions where the Subject re¬ 
quires them , and great richnefs and abundance 
throughout the whole, without the Aids of the Pagan 
Syftem of Divinity. 

It has been generally allow'd that almofi all the 
Book of Job is writ in Metre ; though a very lear¬ 
ned P erf on, famous for his Skill in thefe Matters, 
has ajfured me that this is a miftake : However that 
be, 'tis univerfally agreed that the Subject of it is 
treated in a Poetical manner 5 that is, the Narra¬ 
tion, the Allufions, the Similes, and the Didlion, 
are fuch as are proper only to Poems . Put ’tis a Con- 
trover fie among learned Men what kind of Poem it is: 
Some are of Opinion that there never was any fuch 

Man 
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Man in Being as Job, but that the Perfon is feign¬ 
ed, and all the Sacred Story concerning him is made 
up of Allegories and Fables, compofed for the In - 
fruBion ^Mankind, like the ‘Parabolical Relations 
in the New Tell ament ; and of this Opinion were 
many of the Ancient Jews. Others believe that this 
Book contains a relation of nothing but real Fadts, 
without feigned Incidents or Epifodes 5 and that 
therefore it is an Hiftorical Poem, like that of Lu¬ 
can, which contains the Narration of a Series of 
real A 61 ions in a poetical way without interpofing 
any feign’d Stories. Mofl of the Commentators 
and Criticks that have writ on this Book, if not all, 
are of one of thefe two Opinions. Put I have in 
Converfation met with learned Men that are of a mid¬ 
dle Opinion ; that is, that this is a Poem foun¬ 
ded on a true Hiftory, as thofe of Homer probably 
were: Put then they fay the Condudt, the Me¬ 
thod, the Machines, the Incidents, and the Epi¬ 
fodes, which make up a great part of the Poem, 
were form'd in the Poets Imagination, and that 
therefore this Poem is of the Epick kind. As to 
the firft Opinion, I thinf the Scriptures fully con¬ 
fute it, by ajfefting the Perfon and Patience of Job 
fo plainly , that it leaves no room for any tolerable 
Evafon. As to the two laft, many things of Weight 
and Importance may be urg'd on either fide ; and there¬ 
fore I Jhall not undertake to decide the Controverfe,but 
content my felf in giving the Reafons that I have read 
or heard offer'd to fupport each Aflertion. 

Phofe of the laft Opinion in the defence of it 
alledge , that the Frame of the whole Book /hews it 
to be the iVork^ of Imagination and Contrivance, 

and 
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and not a relation of a Series of real Adtions. No 
‘Body can believe, fay they, that Satan did really ap¬ 
pear before God, and that the Difcourfe recited in 
the Book was indeed held between them in the ‘Pre- 
fence of the Holy Angels : 9 Tis not credible that the 
MelTengers that brought an account to Job of fo 
many Sufferings that bifel him, did really come upon 
the heels of one another fo fafl, and in fuch a manner 
as is there related They thinly 'tis improbable that 
Job Jhould fit fo long upon a Dunghil, and that his 
Acquaintance fbould wait feven days and nights to¬ 
gether without jpcakfng a word to their forrowful 
Friend. They loof on this to be a Poetical way of 
reprefenting the vaft Diftrefs that overwhelmed the 
patient Sufferer. They fay, ’tis incredible that all 
thofe prolix Difcourfes jhould be a&ually held be¬ 
tween Job and his Friends ; and that a Man in fuch 
fad Circumftances, as Job isfuppofed to be, jhould 
fpeal^fo very long, and uje fo many t'oetical Similes, 
Metaphors , and beautiful Defcriptions as are 
found in his feveral Speeches. They urge aljo that 
it has an Air of Contrivance to fenl [ a Man fo 
fuddenly from the moft profperous Condition, and to 
lay him under fuch grievous Sufferings, and the ve¬ 
ry extremity of Mifery, and then by a no lefs hid¬ 
den and furprizing Revolution, in fo foort a Jpace 
cf time, to makg him again the moft happy Man 
in the JVorld . They urge that in the Catajlrophc, 
when this patient Man is rewarded for his inflexi¬ 
ble Perfeverance, the allotting him jufl the jame 
number of Children as he had lof, and juf a double 
quantity of Riches as he enjoyed before, feems too 
nice to be a real Facft. The Men of this Opinioa 

do 
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do not difpute the reality of the Terfon of Job ; 
They allots there was a Ter]on of that Name, emi¬ 
nent for his Righteoufnefs, and famous for his Pa¬ 
tience ; for this the Scriptures exprefly affirm ; and 
they (uppoje fome great Poet, under the Guidance and 
Jjfijhnce of Divine Infpiration, did for the In- 
flruBion of Mankind chufe this Subject, and con¬ 
trive the Poem upon it of which we are now difcour- 
fing. Theyaffirm that this Toern of Job is of the 
Epick kjnd, here being found all the eflential parts 
requir'd in the Conftitution of fuch a Toem . They 
add farther as a confirmation of their Opinion, 
that though Machines, that is , the introducing of 
Invifible Superiour Beings, and the interejling of 
them in theTufinefs of the Toem , are not neceffary to 
an Epick Toem ; yet as it does greatly heighten and 
embehfh the Narration , they cant hut takp notice 
that this Conduct is obferved here 5 for the chief 
Apoftate Angel, and even the Divine Being him- 
felf, are both introduced in the mofl proper manner 
that can be ; and as this perhaps is the Original of 
that fort of Writing, fo it does thereby dijcover a 
great Air of the Allegorial Epick Toetry. 

Thofe on the other fde argue thus : As according 
to a fettled Maxim of Interpreting the Scriptures, 
we fhould not without apparent Necejfity quit the plain 
and literal Senfe, and embrace a foreign, more 
ftrain’d and lefs obvious Meaning : fo without the 
fame necejfity we Jhould not turn the H elation of any 
Fad! into Invention and Allegory. And to makp 
it appear that there is no fuch reafon in this Cafe, they 
alleage that there is nothing related in this Book, but 
what may well be fuppos'd to have allually happened ; 

c that 
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that though many things appear improbable and hard¬ 
ly credible to the Reader, this is no convincing 
proof that they were not real Fads. For all Men 
that are are verft in Hiftory will meet with many 
wonderful and improbable Occurrences, which not¬ 
withstanding upon fufficient Evidence they are forc'd 
to believe ; and they fay that for that reafon , becaufe 
the Fads were fo extraordinary and furprizing, 
they were recorded in this Book for our Ad¬ 
miration and Inftrudion. They had rather give 
their AiTent to fome things that found only harfh and 
improbable , for many fuch Relations are undoubted¬ 
ly true 9 than by departing from the literal Senfe en¬ 
courage and embolden uncautious and wanton Wits 
to breaf in upon the Scriptures, and turn the Hifta* 
ry of the Bible into Parables and Allegories ; for 
the Conference of fuch a licentious way of inter¬ 
preting the Scriptures they loof on as very mifchie- 
vous. They thinf that the unneceffary Conceflions 
of fome Divines in thefe Points tend mightily to un¬ 
fettle Men in the Principles of their Religion, and 
weaken their Reverence of Divine Revelation. 

They do indeed allow the appearance of Satan be¬ 
fore the Throne of God, and the Difcourfe on that 
Occafion to be an Allegory, for there arc cogent 
Reafons for it ; but for the ref - of the relations in 
the Boof they fee no neceffity of making them Alle¬ 
gorical aljo. There is the like Allegory usd in the 
Hiftory of Ahab, where ’tis faid a Spirit appear'd 
before the Throne of God, and offer d to be a ly¬ 
ing Spirit in the Mouths of Ahab\r Prophets to 
perfwade their Mafter to go down to War to Raa- 
math Gilead, and he had leave given him to do Jo: 

But 


But though this be an Allegory, yet without doubt 
all the rejl of the Story about this Expedition of 
Ahab againfl the King of Syria was real. And to 
be more particular , that Almighty God Jhouldper¬ 
mit the great Enemy of Mankind to ajfliU and 
perfecute a great and a good Man for the proof of 
his Conflancy and Uprightnefs- and to make his 
Vertues more confpicuous and exemplary, that 
he Jhould leave him for a time under this ffoarp and fe* 
vere Trial, and at lajl deliver the patient Sufferer, 
and reftore him to his former flourishing Condi¬ 
tion: This has nothing in it but what is very agreed* 
ble to the Courfe of Divine Providence ; and if there 
be any Fadfs in the Book, that feem improbable , ’tis 
owing to the Poetical manner of reprefenting them » 
in which perhaps the Time, Order, Place, and other 
Circumftances, are not fo nicely obferved. 

\But whether this be an Epick, or barely an Hifto* 
rical Poem, which I leave undecided , the Character 
of Job may in my Opinion be every way proper for 
the flrft. The Hero is indeed a paflive one 9 and this 
perhaps will be made a great Objection againjl this 
Ajfertion •, becaufe Homer’r and Virgil x Heroes are 
very active Ferfons. For the Criticks forming their 
Model of an Heroick Poem intirely upon the Ex* 
ample of thefe two famous Writers, make great 
and illuftrious Atttons neceffary to the Hero of the 
Poem, which conforming my felfto their Trecepts , 
1 have formerly aflerted. But upon what Authority 
is this impofed on the World? lVhat Commiflion 
had thefe two Poets to fettle the limits and extent 
0 /Epick Poetry, or who can prove they ever inten¬ 
ded to do fo} They wrote according to their own No¬ 
tions 
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tions and Meafures ; and mujl all future Ages be 
bound up to follow their Examples, without producing 
any other Reafon ? Jet this Opinion, how groundlejs 
and abfurd foever it appear j, fome imagine, has been 
the great obflrudion to the Improvement of Poe¬ 
try among the Moderns. Hut it may be urged that 
the Book of Job was written before Homer and 
Virgil, and the World has as much reafon to be go - 
verned by this Example, as by that of the Pagan 
W riters. And if we loob^ into the Reafon of the 
Matter , and refleB on the End and c Defign 
of an Epicf^V oem, which is to inflruB the IVorld in 
fome important Moral Truth, by the Narration of 
fpme great and illujlrious Subjed-Matter, there is 
no quejlion but the relation of the Sufferings, as Well 
as the AB ions of great Perfons, are very conducive 
to that end - and indeed what elje is the Subject of 
the Odyfles ? 'T is true y the Iliad is all active, and 
a very fighting Poem ; but if the Odyfles be confix 
der'd y ’tis of another nature, there is more a great 
deal of the Heroes Sufferings not evaded by Arms, 
but by little Tricks and Subtilties, than there is of 
Achon-j and yet Mr. Rapin accounts this the more 
perfed Poem. In fhort, ’tis hard to offer any Rea¬ 
fon why the Hero of the Poem may not be as well 
adive as paflive. If it be /aid , the Authority of 
Homer is againfl it (for as for Virgil he is but a 
Copier of Homer’j Model) the anfwer is } that the 
Authority of the Book of Job is for it ; and more¬ 
over that Homer is of this Opinion in his fecond, 
th<>' againfl it in his firft Id oem. If it be /aid that 
Reafon is againfl it, let that Reafon be produc'd • 
let it be jhown that the Sufferings of a great Man 
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manag'd with equal Skill, will not equally ferve the 
Ends of Epick Poetry. As for what the Criticks 
fay on this Point , ’tis plain that Homer has been the 
great Lawgiver to thofe Men j they have done little 
but turn'd his Examples into Precepts ; and bring - 
ing no Reafons to Jupport what they affert, they are 
of no weight in this Matter. Job then is a Hero 
proper for an Epick Poem, an Illujlrious Eerfon fit 
to fupport the Dignity of that Character: He is 
by the Irrigation of Satan brought into miferable 
Streights and unparalell'd Sufferings, to try his Con- 
ftancy and Integrity. He appears brave in Di- 
ftrefs, and valiant in Affliction, maintains his Ver- 


tue, and with that his Character, under the mofl 
powerful Temptations, and exafperating Provoca¬ 
tions that the Malice of Hell could invent , and 
thereby gives a mofl noble Example of paflive Forti¬ 
tude, a Character no way inferiour to that of the 
aCtive Hero. When the various Efforts to breaks this 
mighty ManV Invincible Conftancy provd inefife - 
&uaf he is at the latter end of the Poem acquitted by 
God Himfelf, and rewarded highly for his Patience 
and Perfeverance ; whereby the Juflice of Divine 
j Providence is afferted , and Mankind encouraged to be 
fiedfafl in their Religion and Integrity, upon a fure 
Belief that Vertue will not always be neglefted, but 
will at lajl receive a fuitable Reward. 

Whatever others affert , in my Judgment the He¬ 
ro of the Poem ought not to be drawn without fome 
defers • for as the reprefenting of a perfett Idea of 
Vertue, which is never to be found in any meer 


Man, offends againfl the Efiablifh'd Rule in Epick 
Writings, which excludes all things improbable , fo 
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inflead of promoting , it rather obfitu&s the End of 
that Poetry: For a perfetfldea of Vertue and Ex- 
cejiency may amage and dagle us ; hut when pro¬ 
pounded for our Imitation, it mil rather difcourage 9 
than excite us : 'Em when the Examples of Vertue 
that are fet before us 9 are difcernd.to have a mixture 
of imperfedion, we are provol(d and embolden’d to 
form our Jelves according to fuch a Fattern 9 where 
there appears no Impoffibility, as there does in the 
other , of becoming like it.? 

This Poem feems tayne to abound in all kinds of 
Beauties,W>/V# are admir'd inFoeticalVdritmgs.IVbat 
noble (trains of Eloquence occur\ in every place where 
they ought to appear 9 especially in the latter part cf 
this Book? How tender and moving are the 
Thoughts in the Pa (lion ate, how proper, juft and 
inftrudive in the Moral, how fublime, admira¬ 
ble and majeftick in the other Farts ? What. Vtrie v 
ty is there of elegant Exprejfion 9 beautiful Simili¬ 
tudes, bold and fur pricing Metaphors, natural * 
(irong 9 and lively Images and Defcriptions through¬ 
out the whole ? In many of thefe it exceeds , and in 
all of them it equals the mojl Celebrated Writings 
of the Greeks and Romans. And if it fhould here¬ 
after happen 9 that Homer or Virgil fioould be well 
Tranflated into the EnglifI) Language, I am very 
confident that this Book, were it Tranflated or Fara- 
phrafed with equal Skill, would outjhine them in all 
forts of Per fed ion. But as to the chief End and 
‘Defign of an Epicf Poem , the giving a noble and 
true Idea of the Divine Being, the Juftification-^ 
his Providence, the Jnftrudion if Mankind in 
Moral Duties, and animating the Reader from pro¬ 
per 


I 

per Motives to imitate the HluJhioMS Examples of 
Pidty and Vertue fet before them, in this refpeU, 
which is infnitely the mofl confider able, this of Job 
puts all the Poems of the Heathen World out of 
Countenance ; How will Homer’; Wretched Tribe of 
Gods and GoddeiTes, introduc'd with all the Follies 
and Vices too of corrupt Mankind 1 appear to the 
World as now inftruBed and inlightend with the 
Chriftian Revelation? And thti Virgil' is in that * 
as in other things, more judicious and cautious than 
the Greek Poet, yet his Theology mufl be very o- 
dious to a Chriftian Reader 5 and if the Machines 
of thefe Poets in which fo much of the "Beauty of their 
Poems conjtjls are fo contemptible and ridiculous , a 
great part of their Excellency is gone. 

There are indeed fome few Moral Sentences in- 
terfpers'd' in thefe Poets ; but as they feem in/erted 
only as Embellifoments of the Writing, Jo the Body 
of the Poem carries little Inflruclion in it. For my 
part, when 1 confider thefe Poems, I am of Mr. Le 
Clerk’; Opinion, that the Authors had no- 

■ • if’ / * « i . i Ubi fupra* 

thing elje in their vievp than to entertain and 

pie ofe the Reader, and that all the Materials and 

Contrivance Were accommodated to that End. 1 Tis 


true, Criticks in after-Ages, a fort of Men who are 
very apt to difcover in Writings many notable things 
that never enter’d into the Author’; Thoughts* 
have found out wife and infir uUive Morals in the 
Poems be for e-mention d ■ yet this feems an Inven¬ 
tion of their own. For as the Learned Man be¬ 
fore-mention d obferves, ’tis fcarce pofftble to relate 
any wonderful Adlion of a Great T erf on, or any con- 
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fome Moral Inference from it, tbo' the Writer ne¬ 
ver had it in his Imagination. And the very fame 
Perf on has with as great grounds of Probability 
drawn from the Iliad and the iEneis, Morals very 
different from thofe that are commonly mention d,. and 
has offer'd Jufficient Reafons to make us doubtful 
whether the Morals attributed to thejc Poems were 
ever intended by the Authors. And if this be true 

f _ 

of thefe two famous Writers, that only the pleafng 
and amufing, not the injlrulling of Mankind was 
their Defign, 9 tis more apparently true of the greatefl 
part of the Moderns, efpecially the Dramatick 
Poets . 

Since this Book of job, and other Poetical parts of 
the Scripture, fome of which 1 have likewife under¬ 
taken to paraphrafe, does at leaf equal the chief 
Beauties of the Heathens, and by their Vfefulnefs 
in their excellent Inftrudtions infinitely excel them, 
'tis a Matter of Admiration that the ChriftianTo- 
ets Jhould be Jo far enamour’d with the Pagan W ri- 
tings, as to form themfelves entirely by their Patterns , 
to be taken up with the Study of them to the total 
negledt of thefe infpir’d W ritings. JVhat pains and 
labour have ot^r Men been at , how great a part of 
their fhort Lives have they fpent, what a multi¬ 
tude of Volumes have they publifh'd to illujlrate the 
Meaning and difeover the Excellencies of Greek and 
Latin Poets, and to tranilate them into their own 
Languages? If this were the Work of Gentlemen, 
that had nothing elfe to employ themf elves about, and 
had no other Capacity of being ufeful to Mankind, 
it might perhaps pafs for an inoffenfive Amufement, 
and a pardonable fort of Idlenefs. Put 'tis indeed 

wonder- 
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wonderful that to give a new Senfe^o an Expreffion in 
an ancient Toet , to flop a Teriod more exatlly , to 
reBifie a Word, to give a truer Spelling to a 
Mans Name , or to rejlore a corrupt Sentence, 
Jhould be loofd on as fuch a Perfection, as fets a 
.Man in the firjl Rank of Learned Men ; and that 
a kindof Knowledge which does not makp Mankind 
any ways Wifer or better, fhould procure a mighty 
Reputation, and dignifie the Owners of it with the 
honourable Titles of great Criticks, and Mailers 
of polite Learning. 

L would not derogate from the true value of 
Claffical Knowledge. The Greek and Latin Po* 
ets fhould be ftudy'd 7 that we may underjland thofe 
Languages o f which there is fuch a manifeft Necefi 
fity : But *tis mo[l evident, that for the Senfe, for 
the noble and fublime Thoughts, and what is more 
than all other Confiderations, for the forming a 
Maris Mind according to the jufteft Ideas ofNc r- 
tue and true Wifdom, and thereby promoting his 
Honour and his Happinefs , the Poetical parts of the 
Scripture have , as before Juggtfed, an infinite ad* 
vantage above all others put together , and therefore 
one would tbit f fhould not be lefs worthy of ^Chrifti- 
an’r Study and Application, than Homer and his 
Follower r. 

The Language in which this Book was written is 

O O 

Hebrew ■ and confidering the very great difference 
there is between the Stile or manner ofBx predion in 
the Eaftern ^WWeftern part of the World , their E- 
loquence, as well as their Cuftoms and Habits, be¬ 
ing of another kind than ours , ’tis very jlrange that a 
literal Translation of this Book as ’tis now found in 
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the Bible, efpecially confide ring bow long time jince it 
was written, how little the Language is underflood , 
and how much the Idiom of it is loft, /hould not found 
much more harfh, and be lefs capable of being under¬ 
flood than it is. I am confident that if jeveral of 
the Greek Poets jhould be verbally tranllated, they 
would be more obfcure, if not altogether unintelligi¬ 
ble. And if in a literal Tranflation the Book of 
Job written in an Eaftern Language does fo much 
affeU us, and raifes in our Minds /uch an Admira¬ 
tion of its Beauty and Majefty, what a wonderful 
and inimitable kind of Eloquence mufi be fuppos'd 
in the Original, when we cant tranllate verbatim 
a good Poem from one Modern Language into a- 
not her, tbo' it be done by the nearefi Neighbours, 
without a mighty diminution of its Excellence ? 

As to the Time when Job liv'd, it is highly proba¬ 
ble that he was Mofes'x Predeceflor, or at leafi his 
Contemporary ; and that for theje Reafons. This 
righteous and devout Man was allow'd to offer Sa¬ 
crifices to God, which only the Priefts under the Mo- 
faical Difpenfation had Authority to do, and that 
only before the Tabernacle or Temple. This de¬ 
vout Perlon feems intirely ignorant of the Modes 
0 /^Jewifh Religion, and of their manner of asf- i 
tng Counfel of God either by Urim and Thummim, 
or by the Prophets ; and therefore 'tis evident the 
Mofaical Scheme of Religion was not yet inftitu- 
ted. In the whole Book of Job there is no mention 
made of the Law and the Prophets, nor of the many 
Miracles wrought either in Egypt, or in the FalTage 
of the Children of Ifracl to Canaan, though nothing 
could have been more pertinent and futabJe to ther 

Defi gn 
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Defign of the Author of this Book, had Job liv'd 
after that wonderful Deliverance; and there is 
fcarce ^Writer that follow'd that Time, that does 
not mention or allude to that famous Hiftory. And 
this is yet farther confrmd by the long Life of J ob, 
which was protra&ed to two hundred Years, which 
agrees to the Times of the Old Patriarchs. 

As to the Land of Utz, ^Country in which this 
great Man liv'd, there are different Opinions, occaft- 
on d chiefly by the uncertainty which Ut z it was (for 
three are mention'd) from whom it receiv'd its Name. 
Fhe frfl Utz the Son of Aram is mention d, Gen.i o. 
23. who is reported to be the Founder of Damafcus 
and Trachonitis; and many Writers, for this reafon , 
conclude the Seat of Job. to have been in the Plain of 
Jordan in the Region of Trachonitis, where the 
Tomb of Job is fhown to Strangers at this day: Ci¬ 
thers place it in the Famous Valley of Damafcus. 

A fecond Utz, the Son of Nachor is mention'd , 
Gen.i2.li. from him the Country where he liv'd is 
call’d Ufitis or Aufitis, which by Ptolemy is plac'd 
near Euphrates, and the City Babylon ; and there¬ 
fore many Authors believe Job had his Habitation 
in that part of Arabia. 

A third Utz, who , as Spanhemius obferves , was 
a Horite of the Pofterity o/Sehir, and not as common¬ 
ly accounted of the Race o/Elau,fr mention d, Gen. z 6. 
18 . the Horites being driven out by the Edomites, 
their Country was after that call’d Idumea, which 
has for its bounds Arabia, Canaan, and the Red 
Sea, and in this Country many believe was the Ha¬ 
bitation of Job. 

Fut if a Man could remove the ObjlruBions of 
great Learning and Critical Remarks, methinky it 

fhould 
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Jhouldbe a very eafie matter.to fettle this contrqver- 
ted Point. I is allow'd by all , that Utz the Country of. 
Job was expos'd to the Incurfions and Depredations 
of the Chaldeans; and'tis allowed likewije that Chal¬ 
dea was Eaflward of Arabia. Now fuppofe that in 
our English Hiftory there had been mention d a great 
Man, that had in ancient Times been plunder'd by a 
Band of Scotch-men ; and the Habitation or Country 
of this unfortunate Man being mention'd by an objcure 
or objolete Word, a Cont rover fee Jhould arije in what 
part of England this Man lived ; would not any Man 
that was delivered from the encumbrance of great Read¬ 
ing and learned Obfervations, conclude , that 

he lived in the North part of England not far from 
the Borders of Scotland ? And mujl it not have been a 
Critic ^ of extraordinary Sagacity that jhould have 
found out his Seat in Middlefex, or at the Land’/ 
End ? And yet thofe that place the Country of Job in 
Idumea, or near Damafcus, remove it farther from 
Chaldea than thofe two Tlaces before-named are 
from Scotland. 'Tis not therefore to be doubted but 
that the Country of Job was in the Eaflern part of Ara¬ 
bia, 'tis probable ’twas near the River Euphrates, 
and that he was of theTojlerity of Nachor. The 
Stories therefore of fob's Well near Jerufalem, of 
his Sepulchre in the Plain 0/Jordan, and of the Regi¬ 
on in the North of Syria, which the Inhabitants jhew 
to Travellers for the Seat of Job, are all Modern 
Fables, and not to be regardedBut much more ridi¬ 
culous is the Error of thofe Commentators , who make 
Conftantinople to have been the Seat of Job : The 
Sepulchre e/Job in Armenia that favours this Opinion , 
'tis very probable according to the Conjeclure of Jeveral 
leamed\Men } was erelled in honour oj fome Captain of the 
Turks of that Name. As 
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As to theTtme when ^Author of this Bookjiv'd^ 
there are many different Opinions . Some believe that 
this Boofi was wrote in the Time when the Ifraelites 
were under the Egyptian Bondage, and that it was 
compos'd to■ encourage them to a patient fuffering of 
their Afflictions, and to confirm them in their depen - 
dance upon God for Deliverance* And thofe Gf this 
Opinion believe,that either Moles bimjelfwas the Am 
thor, or at leaf the Tranllator of it ; and that this was 
a Tradition among the ancient Jews fcveral Authors 
tejlifie. Others are of Opinion , that the Writing was of 
much later date, and give thefe Reafons for it . They 
alledge that there are many Syriack and Arabick 
Words, and Forms of Expreffion that were not in ufe 
among the ancient Hebrew Writers , the Interpreta¬ 
tion of which mujlbe fetch'd from the Rabbins; that 
there, are many Elegancies relating to the Conftellati- 
ons, and feveral FitTi and Birds which jhew it to be of 
a Modern Date, and from hence they conclude that it 
was then wrote when thefe Foreign words and manners 
of Expreffion were introduc'd into the Hebrew Lan¬ 
guage. They believe therefore that the Author 
liv'd after David and Solomon, and before Ezekiel, 
becaufe he is mention’d by that Prophet. 

Some believe that Ifaiah himfelf was the Author, 
the time when he lived being very futable to this Conje¬ 
cture, be fide s the Majefiy and Sublimity of his Stile, his 
finguiar Erudition,the fimilitude of Char after,and ma¬ 
ny Words, and forms of jpeakfng common to them both * 
Grotius imagines the Author to be an H ebrew, be¬ 
caufe after the Cufiom of that Nation, calls Arabia 
the Eaft, tho others fuppofe he was an Idumean, be¬ 
caufe he abounds with Syriack and Arabick W ords : 
Whether he was the one or the other , tis plain the A U- 

/ thor 
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thor was well vers'd in the Hebrew Language and 
thoje of the Neighbouring Countries: And that in the 
Writing of this Book^ he was under the direUion and 
guidance of Divine Infpiration, has been univerfally 
acknowledged by the Jews and Chriftians in dll Ages. 

‘But one jingle Kef exion prevails with me to believe 
that the Axxthot was of the oldefl date ; and that is 9 
that I cannot imagine that if he had lived after the'De¬ 
liverance of the Children ojflfrael from their ./Egyp¬ 
tian Bondage , and after the lnftitution of the Mo- 
faical Scheme of Religion, he could have been jo per¬ 
fectly filent as to both . Tis hardly to be imagin'd that 
if he had livd after Mofes he fhould ever have defigrid 
to be fo accurate and nice in relation to Time, as not 
to fay any thing in the whole Book, but what might be 
well fuppos’d to have been faid by one who livd before 
Moles. This exaU Care feems not agreeable to the 
Writers of that Age. And if it fhould be fupposd,that 
an Authoi ',that many years after tool^ this Subject of 
Job to Write upon , fhould refolve to fay nothing but 
what might be fit to be faid in that time when Job 
liv'd ; yet 'ti s a great difficulty to believe that he 
fhould be fo fuccefsful , as not in any one Tlace , or in 
any one Expreffion , to drop any thing that fhould men¬ 
tion or allude to fome Matters of Fa 61 that happen d 
after ; efpecially fuch famous ones , as the Miracles 
wrought when the Ilraelites were brought out of IE- 
gypt, their Settlement in the Land of Canaan, and 
the Rites of the Mofaical Religion. The fame Rea- 
lbns therefore that convince me that Job himjelf 
livd before , or in the Time of Mofes, per [wade me 
to thin^the Author of this Poem, whoever he was , 
did fo too ; and therefore ’tis very probable that this 
of Job is the oldefl Book in the W orld. 
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The Argument 0/ the Poem is this : Job,<* Trince 
in his Country,of dijlinguifh'd Piety and eminent Ju- 
ftice> at the. Entrance of the Narration, irs represented 
as happy as the favour of Heaven, and the affluence of 
all Earthly Pofteffions can ma^e him. From this pre¬ 
lent State of Profperity he is all on a fudden , by the 
permiffwnof YEovidoncQ, for the trial 0/^/1 Integri¬ 
ty, depriv'd of his Eftate,£fr Children, his Friends 
and Health, and reduc'd to a Condition as perfellly mi * 
ferable , as his former had been happy. After this fur - 
pricing change of ^//Fortune, to exafperate the bit- 
ternefs and anguifh of his Soul, his Wife, in a mofl 
profane manner , provokes and tempts him to quit all 
his Pretenfions to Piety, Wdefperately to renounce 
all his dependence upon God,and all expectations 
of Deliverance from him. In this, [he is imitated 
by the .Egyptians and old Grecians,^ mil as other 
Idolatrous Countries, who usd under any great Ca¬ 
lamities to rail bitterly at their Gods , to pull down 
their Images ,and drag them about the Streets,fo be re¬ 
veng'd on them for not preventing their misfortunes* 
sifter this three Perfons, eminent for their Birth, 
Veitue WWifdom, Eliphaz,Bildad and Zophat 
(perhaps Elihu was with Job beforejwent to comfort 
their diflrefs'd Friend. Their Defign was good, and 
they confide ring that Wickgdnefs was the meritorious 
Caufe of Suffering, and that Divine Juftice was not 
to be clear'd, if proffiigate and impious Men jhould 
go unpunifh'd ■ and having themfelves often feenas well 
as heard by Tradition from their Forefathers, that 
wicked Nations and Families had frequently,^ the 
juft judgment of God ,been utterly de/lroyd,concluded 
that, ]obnotwith/landing the outward Figure he made 
of a 'very upright and religious Perfon, nmfl needs be 

guilty 
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guilty of fome great, tho fecret Crimes'. Otberwife 
they could not conceive bow it was confident withDi - 
vine Juftice Mercy to fuffer bim to be fovery mi - 
ferabie. Their Opinion was, that a good Man, fucb 
as Job was fupposd to be, could never be fo far forfa- 
ken of God ^and abandon'd to fucb prodigious Suffe¬ 
rings. This is the Point they labour to prove. They 
prejs this very hard on their afflicted Friend , hoping 
thereby to bring him to a Confeffion of his Sins, and a 
futable Repentance, upon which they believ'd, as 
they often affur'd bim,God would withdraw hii af 
flitting hand, eafe his Complaints, andreflore him to 
his former Profperity. On the other hand. Job ,who 
was fure he was no Hypocrite, but that he was in good 
earnefl a Lover of God and of his Neighbour, and 
was not confcious of any fucb conceal’d and fecret 
Guilt, as his Friends reproach'd him with, afferts in 
his defence, that his Friends proceeded in their De¬ 
bates on erroneous grounds: That they mifloo ^ his 
Cafe, and the Methods of relieving him. He affirms 
that neither their Notions, nor their Obfervations 
were true. For tho they afferted the contrary, he was 
, fully affur'd that God did often afflict even with the 
greateft Severity many juft and upright Men, and 
fuffer d in the mean time the Enemies of God and 
Man to live in the mojl fiourijhing Condition 5 and 
that therefore there could be no Argument dr awn from 
any Maris Sufferings that he was a wicked and un¬ 
righteous Perfon. In fome of his Debates on this 
Head, he is fo far tranfported as to cenfure rafhlythe 
Divine Adminiftration, as if God had too little re¬ 
gard to the Piety WRighteoufnefs of good Men, 
whom he punifh'd with Jo fevere a hand, whilfl he fa- 
vourdthe Wicked, andprofper’dtheir Vndertalfjgs ; 

or 
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or at leaf that he made not that diflin&ion between them 
that the fufiice of Righteous Government requires* 

!"But as to himfelf his Anguith and Impatience ro[e 
to fuch a degree, as vented themfelves in many Ex* 
preffions relating to God\r Severity to him ^unbecoming 
an humble and patient Sufferer, which made a lear¬ 
ned Critick fay, that Job who had a good Caufe, 
difcompofed by his Impatience managd it ill, as his 
Friends had a bad one, but managd it well. Their 
Debates being ended, Elihu a wife young Man that 
had heard the Arguments on either fide,undertakes as 
Moderator to compofe the Contr over fie , and fet them 
both right. He agrees with Eliphaz,dW his two Com¬ 
panions, that God was a Hater of Wickednefs and 
Irreligion, and that he often punifhed thofe that were 
guilty of them ; but then he will not allow that Job 
may from thence be jufily condemn d as a wicked Man 9 
becaufe a good Man may often be afflifted by God 
for great and wife Ends . On the other fide,tho' he does 
not cenfiure Job for his Hypocrifie, or any concealed 
or fecret Guilt, yet he condemns him for the Impati¬ 
ence he exprefsd in his Sufferings, and for his bold 
and rafh Exprejfions that feem'd to charge God with 
Injuftice./^for this God himfelf condefcends to Jpeaf 
and pat an end to their long Debate. He condemns 
Eliphaz, and his two Friends, for their unjuft Cen- 
fures of Job, and Job for his unjuft Cenjures of Di¬ 
vine Providence ; but on the comparifon declares that 
Job had the better Caufe, and had fpoken better of 
him than his Friends had done ; perhaps that Exprejft - 
on c/Job’j is alluded to,The Lord has given, and the 
Lord has taken away, bleffed be the Name of the 
Lord. Then he delivers him from bis great Aff liftions 
and reftores him to his former happy Condition. 

Tit 
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Tis evident that the Defign of the Book is to 
fhow that the Providence of God does not only guide 
and over-rule f^fJhighcft and mojl important Affairs, 
The Enterprizes of afpiring Princes, and the Rife 
and Fall of States and Empires, but that it interefls 
and mingles it /elf with all the Concerns of Humane • 
Life, and thereby prepares the Mind of the Reader to 
acknowledge him as the great Moderator of the 
W oxldfhe Dire (ffor of all our Actions,and Difpofer 
of all the Events that happen to Mankind. By which 
Impreflion he isdifposd to fubmithimfeU and all his 
Concernments with humble Refignation to the Al- 
mighty’j Righteous and Unerring Conduit. 

And more particularly, the Defign is to juflife the 
Divine Providence in fufering impious and flagi¬ 
tious Men to live in the undijlurbed Enjoyment of 
all the Power and Plenty their Hearts can defire , 
while good and upright Men are often overwhelmed 
with Poverty and Diflrefs, and expos'd to the fcorn 
and outrage of their infulting Enemies . T he folving 
of this difficulty,which has fo often pugled the Under- 
ftanding, anddifeompofed the Temper of theWifejl 
and c BeH of Men , feems to be chiefly aim'd at in this 
Writing. And ’tis obfervable that in the Debates be¬ 
tween Job and his Friends, when they are prett with 
any difficulty concerning the Divine Adminiftration 
of A flairs, and are at a lofs how to reconcile Occurren¬ 
ces with their own Notions of fuflice and Goodnefs , 
they fly to God’x Infinite Greatnefs, and feem tore - 
folve the Controverfie into his abfolute Sovereignty, 
and uocontroulable Power, which occaflons many 
woncjprful Defcriptions of God’i Majefly and Om¬ 
nipotence. They feem to thinkjthat when we are pugled 
and confounded, and after all our Attempts can by no 

means 
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means account for the Proceedirigs of Divine Provi¬ 
dence, that dire&ly thwart our Opinions of Wifdom 
and Juftice, we Jhould enter upon the Contemplation 
of the Glorious Attributes of Go d,and conftder they ' 
Jo far tranfcend 'all the low created Perfections iti' 
Man, that ours are by no means to be a meafure of his/ 
1 They may and do ajjijl us in many Injlances, as faint 
Rcprefentations of the- Divine Excellency 5 but 
whenever we [ee anyConduB of Divine Providence 
that we cant reduce to our ways' of Reafoning , we 
fjjould humbly adore and not difpute. JVe fhould fetch a 
Solution from the Sovereignty and boundlefs Perfe* 
Ctions inGod,whois always Good,and fufl,and IVtfe, e- 
ven when in his Adminiftration he feems to be mojl 
the contrary . And ’tis very plain that when God bes 
fpeaky them in the latter end of the Poof, he infjls on 
no other J uftification of his Proceedings with Men> 
than his Dominion and Property, his abjolute Sove¬ 
reignty, and tranfcendent Great nets, that render him 
unaccountable to his Creatures for all his h€t\ons.And 
therefore in the fharpejl and fever eft Trials, when 
Providence feems vigilant and induflrious, as Job 
exprejfcs it, to fnd occaftons of afflicting, when it runs 
counter to all our T)efires, defeats our Hopes, and 
difappoints all our Defigns; in fuch a hard Cafe we 
are to moderate our PafIions,/z^wMf our Wills and our 
Reafon too, and acquiefcein thisPeliefjbat nothing is 
more certain than that God can do his Creature no 
Wrong,and that in all his Difpcnfations he has both 
wife and gracious T)efgns, tho ’ our fhalloW and in¬ 
competent Reafon ts not able to difcern them* 

*T.is probable that one Reafon why we are apt to 
cenfure Gbd r Proceedings is, that we tal^e his Idea 
too nicely from our [elves* For tho we mull form our 
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Idea of him from the Contemplation of our felves , 
yet this mufl not be too flritt, nor extended too far , For 
'tis plain that God / Knowledge is another thing from 
ours^ he knows by one fingle Adi of Intuition,vigour 
by Reafoning, that is by deducing one Propofition 
from two others,and by forming in a tedious way,a long 
depending Chain of Confequences , which are for that 
reafon apt to create a diflrujh Now as our inferiour 
kind of Knowledge is by no means a meafure of that 
mojl per fell kind in the Divine Underftanding, jo 
the fuflice, Mercy and Goodnefs, which are the Perfe- 
dlions of a Creature/, may be of a lower kind, and 
therefore an unfit meafure of thofe Perfedlions in the 
Divine Will. Tis probable that for this reafon the 
Difputants in this Poem, for the clearing of God'/ 
Juftice and GoodncCs,betake themfelves fo often to the 
tranfcendent Greatnefs and Excellency of the Divine 
Nature, whereby they plainly intimate that we are by 
no means competent Judges of his Adlions. 

Another means to quiet Mens Minds concerning the 
Wifdom W Juftice of God’/ Difpenfations in thofe 
Inflances that are the harfhefi and moH unaccountable 
to us, is to refieB on the narrow and broken, as well as 
obfcure Profpedl which we have of the wide Sphere o^ 
his Providence. Did we clearly and fully underfiand 
how we are related to all the Darts of Mankind, both 
to our Contemporaries, and to thofe who have liv'd in 
the pa ft, or [hail live in the future Ages of the World ; 
had we befides a clear Knowledge of our relation to 0- 
ther Reafonable, but Superior Creatures, I mean 
the Angels that inhabit the Immenfe and Glorious 
Regions above us, and to thofe that fill the Stars and 
Planets; ("/or 'tis improbable this Dali of Earth, the 
Dregs and Sediment of the World fhould be fo full of 
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Reafonable Beings, the nobler "Tarts of the Crea¬ 
tion jhould not be peopled with futable Inhabitants) 
Had we a per feci and compre hen five View of the whole 
Scheme of the Divine Oeconomy in relation to all 
thefe Parts of his Government, and how in his Ad- 
miniftration in the different Tarts of it he promoted 
the great and glorious Defign of the whole , we fhould 
have quite another Apprehenfion of God’r Wifdom 
and fujhce. He that contemplates a Leg or an Arm 
with its relation to a Humane Body, of which they 
are Tarts , has a very different Notion of them from 
bimjwbo confiders them dividedwithout any dependance 
on , or connexion with the Whole . It is not in our Tower 
to makp any but partial and very lame Obfervations of 
God’j Government of his Creatures, and upon fuch 
imperfeB Views, ’tis no wonder if our ConflruBions 
and Conclufions are often erroneous, and this , it may 
be , is another Keafon why thefe Wife Men that ma¬ 
nage the Debate about Providence in this Book, 
lead us fo often to contemplate the Works of God’r 
Creation, of which our /elves are fo fmall a Part. 

Tefides this Trincipal and mofl Confpicuous Defign , 
other %)feful and Excellent Ends are purfud in this 
Poem : One of which is to enlarge and raife our Con¬ 
ceptions of the Divine Being, to give us worthy and 
honourable Thoughts of his Infinite Perfections, 
and form in our Minds a futable Idea of his Great, 
nefs. The Reprefentations of God’s Tranfcendent 
Excellencies, of his Independent, Sovereign and Ir- 
rcfiftible Power, as well as of his Purity, Wifdom,Ju- 
ftice and Beneficence,^ in manyTarts of this Book 
fo noble fo lively and admirable^ hat they are very capa¬ 
ble of leaving in cur Thoughts very deep and lajhng 
Imprdlions ; And to give us right and jufl Conce-< 
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ptionso/ ^Divine Nature, on which our Notions 
of Religion, the Condudt of our Lives, our Ho¬ 
nour and our Happinefs depend , is to do one of the 
greateft Services that can be done to Mankind. 

Another great End is to fet before us for our Imi¬ 
tation an llluftrious Example of Piety, and all 
hinds of V ertue, in the mofl contrary Cir cum fiances 
of Life that can be,the w^Flourifliing, and the mofl 
Miserable. / 4 nd this is done in the Chara&er of 
Job: While he pojjefs’da greater Subftance than any 
Alan in the Country where he liv'd, and was blefl with 
a compleat Colleltionof all thofe Enjoyments, that 
are Jup pos’d to make a Alan happy in this World, he 
maintain’d his Religion and Integrity inviolable , he 
was no lefs eminent for his Piety, than for his Pow¬ 
er and Abundance. He flriBly prefervd his Mo¬ 
deration and Humility, his Temperance and Ju- 
ftice, his Continence, his Companion, and his 
great Love to Mankind ; as appears by the fir/l,and 
Thirty firfl Chapters of this Book. And when by a 
Jlrange and fur pricing Revolution the Scene was 
chang’d , and this Righteous Perfon being depriv'd of 
his Children and Toffeffions , and afflicted with grie¬ 
vous Tain and Sicknefs , became the -mofl wretched 
and unhappy Man that can be imagin'd , he then by 
the Exerctfe of other rare Vertues, maintains as great 
a Character in his Sufferings: He fhows an admirable 
Jnftance of Patience and Refignation, rf Conftan- 
cy and Perfeverance, holds faff his Religion, and 
fill exprejfes his unalterable Dependence on his God. 
In fhort, his Mind was neither elated , nor foftend by 
the great ell Profperity, nor fowrd or broken by the 
greatcH Adverlity. Tis true indeed that he vented 
feveral paffionate, rarti, and unbecoming Expreffions $ 
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but when we confider the Anguifh of hit Soul under 
fucb prodigious Sufferings, the profane Provoca¬ 
tions of hit Wife, the exafperating Reproaches of 
his mi flaxen Friends, it ho after all his heavy Loffes 
itould have robb'd him too of his Integrity, it mil not 
be hard to excuje thofe Expreffions: And no more can 
be concluded from them than this, that tho he it as an 
Excellent , he was not a Faultlefs Man. Moles, 
was honour'd with the Chara&er meekeft Man 
on Earth, did on feme provoking Occafions ioje his 
Temper ; and Job may be allow'd to be the mofl pa¬ 
tient Perfon in the JVorld, tho' in fuch Streights and 
Diftrefs, and urg’d with fuch Provocations ,fome im¬ 
patient Speeches might be extorted from him. 

I cannot butobferve in this place, that Job a Eerfon 
of fuch Piety, andfo many rare and admirable V er* 
tuesfad no Advantages from the Divine Revelati¬ 
ons made toM.ofcsand the Jewifh Prophets. He was 
a Stranger to their Law and their Syftem of Reli¬ 
gion. A he Light that directed him muft be only that of 
Natural Reafon and Confcience , ajfifled by Jome Oral 
Traditions from Adam and Nosh,and by what God 
was pleas'd fometimes to communicate by Dreams and 
Vifions in thofe -darker Ages of the World. 'Ey this it 
appears , that great Advances may be made in Vertue 
by a diligent attendance to the Di&ates of our Natu¬ 
ral Light. Would Men but improve their R eaf )n, re- 
verence their Confciences,and fland in awe ofthemfelves, 
they would become Worfhippers of God, as well as 
Sober and Righteous in an eminent degree. I re¬ 
fer this to the Confederation of thofe Gentlemen that 
do not acknowledge the Divine Authority, either of 
the Mofaick,tfr of the Chriftian Inftitution. 

Another End, and a very ufeful one too, is by the 
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Example of Job to convince the Reader of the Infta- 
bility of a profperous Condition, and the great- 
Viciflitude of Humane Affairs, whereby his Mind 
may be difpos d to Moderation, Humility, Tem¬ 
perance, Companion and Charity, and preferred 
from that 'Pride and Contempt of other s, from that ar¬ 
rogant, cruel and haughty Temper, which great 
R iches and high Stations are tod apt to produce , 
efpecially in Men of a mean and low Spirit. 

I have not attempted a clofe Tranllation of this 
Sacred Bpok, but a Paraphrafe. For the Origi¬ 
nal being written in an Eaftern Language, their 
Manner and Fur ns of Expreffion are , as before-men - 
tion’d, fo very different from ours, that I thought a 
Paraphrafe more proper and advantageous for a Mo¬ 
dern European Language. 'But as I judgd it would 
not bear a JlriU Tranllation, fo on the other hand I 
have endeavour djhat the Paraphrafe fhould not be too 
loofe and wide, but that the Reader may all along 
carry with him the Senfe of the Original. I have 
often diffus'd the Senfe in other Exprejfion . I have 
amplify d the Text in many Places that appear'd more 
Poetical, and from General Heads 1 have defended 
fometimes to Particulars, the Enumeration of which, 
I believ'd ,, would illuflrate and enliven the Original. 
I have avoided the immediate Repetition of the fame 
Thought in Words little different from the first, 
which is fo very common in this Book, as well as in 
that of the Pfalms, and other Poetical Places of the 
Scripture. For tho this was no doubt accounted in 
the Eaftern Countries at that time a great Beauty 
and Ornament to the Writing, yet we have quite a- 
nother Fafle of Eloquence, and therefore I have 
thought it beft to accommodate that Matter to the 

Modern 
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Modern way tf Writing. The AdjetM of Wri¬ 
ting in tbs Eaftern Countries iswbht ^Europeans 

thinly irregular ; tfe fame ^Matter treated on, before 
frequently recurs, and tbt Connexion, is fomepimesbro* 
(en, and often obfcurev The Tranfitions are fome- 
times neglefted, and a new Subject enter d upon with 
out the preparation for it which We expeft fbould be 
made. IVe cenfure thefe Modes W Cuftoms in 
Writings as defeels, and no doubt they would cenfure 
ours as much. I would not peremptorily condemn their 
Tajle, for the Opinion of Beauty and Ornament 
feems not to be capable of being determin'd by any fxt 
and unalterable Rule.Truth and good Senfc arefetled 
upon Eternal and unchangeable Grounds and Reafons; 
but the manner of Expreffton, and the method of con¬ 
veying them, and what concerns the Drefs, the Pomp 
and Ornament of them, thefe are perhaps indifferent 
Ceremonies, and every Nation may have Authority 
to eflablijh which they pleafe. *Tis plain the Baflern 
World have not the fame Apprehenfions of Beau¬ 
ty and Ornament that we have : They believe there 
is a great Beauty in the negledi: of what we call Or¬ 
der and Regularity, as is evident in their Gardens 
and Buildings. IVhat we cenfure as carelefs, wild 
and extravagant, /Irises them with more Admiration, 
and gives them greater Pleafure, than all our elabo¬ 
rate and orderly Contrivances. All that can be faid is, 
that our Tafts are different, and if they are barba¬ 
rous to us, we are fo to them, fomc of which ejpecialiy 
the Chinefe arc, or at leaf have been very Wife and 
Toiite Nations. 

IVe in this part of the World are all fo full of 
Homer and Virgil, and are Jo bigotted to the Greek 
and Latin Sedis, that we are ready to account all 
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Authors Heretical that are without the Pale of the 
Cla(Ticks. 7 ” bis feems to me to be a narrow Se dlarian 
Spirit, that prompts Men to impofe their Fancies and 
Opinions on all the World be fide s. Whatever high 
Opinion we have of our own Attainments, we Jhould 
have that Temper and Moderation, that might pre« 
ferve a due regard for the Wifdom and Judgment of 
other Nations; and not with the haughty Air of a 
Supercilious Critick, cenfure and condemn every 
thing that deviates from the Examples of the Greek 
and Latin Authors. 

/ have therefore in this Paraphrafe proceeded all 
along from Chapter to Chapter, and Verfero Verie, 
in the Order they are fet down , excepting fome very few 
inconfiderable Tranfpofitions: So that I have by no 
means alter d the Method and Order of the Narration, 
or any way changed the Model. And ’twill be hard to 
give a Reafon why the A uthor of this Book has 
not as great a Right to be made the Standard where- 
by to try Homer and Virgil, as thofe two Authors 
have to bring this to their Tribunal. If the' Know¬ 
ledge of the Hebrew Language had been looked on in 
Europe to have been as neceffary as the Greek and 
Latin; had it been as great an Honour and Accom¬ 
plishment for a Man to underjland the firU as the 
lasl ; and had there been as great a variety of Authors 
of all forts of Learning left in that Language, that 
there might have been an equal Inducement to have 
fiudy'd and taught it univerfally in the Schools, I fay 
had this been , the Grammarians and Criticks might 
perhaps have fixt on this as the befi Model ©/'Poeti¬ 
cal Writings, and have drawn their Rules and Re¬ 
marks from the Example they found here: For ’tis 
plain all their Precepts are founded on Examples, 
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and on tbofe Examples with which they were mojl 
cornerfant) and in fuch Languages as "were mojl in 
vogue, and which mojl of them were oblig'd to profels 
and teach. 

I have indeed fuppl/d in fome Places the Tranfi- 
tions and other Connexions, which according to their 
manner of Writing are omitted in the Original, that 
the Reader of the Paraphrafe, who is unaccuflomed to 
that wayynay not be embarrafs'd or interrupted\ There 
are many hard and obfcure Places, about the mean* 
ing of which I have conjulted the ableft and mojl fa¬ 
mous Writers, and have taken that Senfe which I 
looked on as mojl natural, and fupported by the bejl 
Reafons : And in this I have chiefly been obliged to 
the Excellent Paraphrafe of the Learned Bifhop of 
Ely, and the Collection of the Critici. 

/ have added a Paraphrafe upon Jeveral other Poe¬ 
tical Parts of the Bible ; which, in my Opinion , are 
nobler Examples of the true fublimd Stile, than any 
can be found in the Pagan Writers. The Images 
are fo flrong, the Thoughts fo great, the Expressi¬ 
ons fo divine, and the Figures Jo admirable, bold and 
moving, that the wonderful manner of thefe Writers is 
quite inimitable . One thing I mufl advertife the Rea¬ 
der of, that 9 tis common with the Prophets that 
they may reprefent the Certainty of their Predi¬ 
ctions with the greater Advantage, to ufe the paft 
for the future Tenfe, that is, to Jpeak 0 /Things to 
come , as already done ; fo that their Prophecies often 
/mwHiftorical Narrations of Matters already tranfl 
atted : Therefore the Reader is not to be furpris^'d, 
when in the Jecond Song o^Mofes he finds that great 
Prophet fpealfig of what bejel the Children of Ifrael 
in Canaan, as things pajl in his own Time, which did 

not 
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not happen till long after his Death. I am of Mr. Cow. 
ley’r Judgment, who in his Preface declares that 
there are no more noble Subje&s of Poetry to be 
found than thofe the Scriptures furnijh us withal , and 
therefore I have made this Attempt. ’Tis true, 
Mr. Sandy s, a Gentleman of great Merit, has 
done this before; but that I did not know • till after I 
had begun this Work, and made Jome Progrefs in it 5 
And when I had perus'd part of his Paraphrafc, I 
thought I might be able to fupply fome Defeats, espe¬ 
cially in relation to Perfpicuity and Coherence. 

As to the Leviathan and Behemoth, mention'd in 
the latter Tart of this Book, I have appropriated the 
Char after of the firft to the Crocodile, and of the 
laft to the Elephant. I believe the Marlas enumera¬ 
ted by the Learned Bochart, do jujlly determine the 
Defcription of the Leviathan to the Crocodile; 
but I can’t fee any neceffity from what he urges, to 
conclude Behemoth to be the Hippopotamus, or 
River-Horfe. The Char after given in Job is, in my 
Opinion , more futable to the Elephant. The R ea- 
fons alledgd on both fides may be feen in the Critici 
before-cited 5 and whether the one or the other be true, 
is not a Matter of that Importance as jhould oblige 
me to tranferibe the Arguments in this Tlace. Per- 
fwaded by the Keafons of fome Learned Commen¬ 
tators, 1 have takpn the Unicorn for the Uri or wild 
Bull, and not the Oryx, or wild Goat, according 
to Bochart, or the R hinoceros, according to others. 
I jmpofe not my Opinion on others: Theje are Mat¬ 
ters of fmall Moment, and every Man is at liberty 
to thinf as he pleajes . 
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PARAPH R ASE 

* 

UPON THE 

Book of J O B. 

^ ■< 

y'’ 

I N ancient Times, e’er Mofes Wonders wrought, ' Cha? 

And murmuring IJrad back from Egypt brought, 

A Prince of great Renown, 2nd wide Command, 

Whofe name was Jobj dwelt in Arabian Land. 

• * r 

He in the Heav’nly Paths of Virtue trod, 

And fear’d to Sin, becaufe he fear’d his God. 

- * • - V . 

Sev’n goodly Sons that Admiration bred, 

■ fc » * T * ‘ . 

And Three Pair Daughters crown’d his Nuptial Bed 
With gracious Heav’n’s peculiar Favour bleft, 

The profp’rous Man unmeafur’d Wealth pofifeft. 

His Fleecy Flocks o’er all the Hills were Ipred, 

And in his Stalls a Thoufand Oxen fed. 

When he decamp’d to find a new Abode, r- 

Three Thoufand Camels bore along the Road 
His precious Goods, and groan’d beneath the Load.t 
No Lord was found thro’ all the Spicy Eaft, 

Whofe Herds and Stores fo vaftly were increaft. 

His Sons to Feaft each other did prepare 
By turns, rich Liquors and delicious Fare. 
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And to their Treats their Sifters they invite, 

To pafs the flowing hours in foft delight; 

While Charming Mufic, Dances, Sports and Play, 
Gave fwifter Wings to Time to fly away, 

Beguil’d the Night, and hurried on the Day. 
Confcious that Sin does oft fuch Mirth attend, 

The Father fear’d his Sons might Heav’n offend. 
For he with mournful Eyes had often fpy’d, 
Scatter’d on Pleafure’s fmooth,but treach’rous Tyde. 
The Spoils of Virtue over-power’d by Senfe, 

And floating Wrecks of ruin’d Innocence. 

He therefore for his Sons to Heav’n convey’d 
His Supplications, and Atonement made; 

And while they Feafted, he devoutly pray’d. 

There was a Time when all the Sons of God 
Came to th’ Allmighty’s bright and bleft Abode, 

To pay their Adoration at his Throne, 

Which high on Adamantine Pillars fhone. 

Around in Throngs the proftrate Seraphs lay 
Abforpt in Glory, and Excefs of Day. 

’Midft the bright Cherubs haughty Lucifer , 

By marks of Guilt diftinguifh’d, did appear. 

To whom th’Eternal thus. Apoftate, whence 
Com’ft thou to thefe bleft Seats of Innocence. 

Th’ Apoftate faid. I Lands and Seas have croft, 
And paft from Clime to Clime, from Coaft to Coaft, 
Till I the Tour of yon low World had made, 

And all its Empires and its Slates furvey’d. 
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My Courfe compleated to thefe Seats of Light, 
Mounting th’ Aerial Void I wing’d my Flight. 

Th’ Allmighty then demanded. In thy Way 
And toilfome Courfe, Ambitious Spirit, fay, 

Haft thou obferv’d good Job , my Servant, one 
In Righteoufnefs and Piety, by none 
Thro’ all the wide Terreftrial World out-done ? 
Whofe perfect Virtue Admiration draws 
From Men on Earth, and finds in Heav’n Applaufe. 

I’ve long obferv’d, reply’d falfe Lucifer , 

Thy Favourite, and watch’d his Steps with Care. 
Without, the Saint is in Perfection feen, 

But is the Saint without, a Saint within ? 

He ferves his God, but does he ferve for nought ? 
Does he thy Glory, or his own promote ? 

Does he Religion for it’s Self regard; 

And Virtue Court, not Virtue’s bright Reward ? 
Is it his Honour to Revere his God, 

Who has his Smiles, but never feels his Rod ? 
Haft thou not crown’d the Labour of his Hand, 
Increas’d his Stores, extended his Command ? 
He can’t complain unlefs with Wealth oppreft, 
With Favours over-laden, over-bleft. 

Entrench’d within th’ impenetrable Fence, 
Within the Works and Lines of Providence, 

He can defy the moft impetuous Shock; 

And all th’ Aflaults of Hoftile Forces mock. 
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With fuch Abundance bleft, with Honour Crown'd, 
The Weakeft Virtue may maintain its ground* 

But let this Profp’rous, Wealthy Saint be try’d; 

► 

Let this pretended Gold the Teft abide; 

Change but the Scene, and let thy Frowning Brow, 
The marks of Anger and Difpleafure fhow; 

Extend thy Hand, and touch his tender Part; 
Thou’lt find his Power and Subftance next his Heart: 
Defpoil’d of thefe, he’ll Curie thee to thy Face, 
And naked Virtue will no more embrace. 

Th’ Eternal to th* Apoftate thus reply’d, 

Let him Affli&ion’s fharpeft Edge abide. 

The Fence I rais’d around him I remove : 

» r r « 

Go, let thy Malice try his Truth and Love. 

Let Righteous Job thy fiery Tefts endure, 

But let his Perfon be from Pain fecure. 

He faid. Th’ Apoftate from his Prefence went, 

4 ' , 

And on his fierce, malicious purpofe bent, 

He on Arabia made a fwift Defcent, 

Mean time it happen’d at a fplendid Feaft, 

Job' s Eldeft Son in turn receiv’d the reft. 

The Sifters with their Brothers Drank and Eat, 

All the delightful kinds of Wine and Meat. 

When at Job' s Houfe a Courier did arrive, 

Sweating with Speed, Panting, and fcarce alive. 
Horror and Wildnefs in his Afpeft, bred 
Juft Fears of difmal News, and thus he faid. 
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Invading Robbers from Sabea, warm’d 
With hopes of Booty, and with Lanas arm’d, 

An Inroad made ; and firft the Men deftroy’d 
Who kept thy Herds, and then the Spoil enjoy’d- 
I am alone by favourable Fate 
Efcap’d, th’ unwelcome Tydings to relate. 

' T-' ' t * ‘ • • 

- . p . • . « * ■ r . . .**• ' 

' *■a * »a'. J .* . 

While he was fpeaking, with as fwift a pace 
Another came, and with as fad a Face: 

And thus he faid : O Job, a fuddain Storm, 

And lowring Clouds did all the Sky deform. 

The bellowing Engines did all Nature fcare, 
Spouting their ruddy Vomit thro’the Air. 

Tempefts of Fire, like that which bufns in Hell, 
And blew Cafcades of flatmrig Sulphur fell. 

Dreadful to Sight, and deadly to the Smell* ^ 

The rav’ning Flames were on the Mountains pour’d, 
And all thy Shepherds, with their Flocks, devour’d, 

I only am efcap’d, to let thee know 

Thy heavy Lofs, and this fad Scene of Woe. 

« f 

Scarce had he ended, when another came, 

His Horror was alike, his hafte the fame. 

And thus he faid : The fierce Chaldeans made 
Three chofen Bands, thy Camels to invade i 

, 4 4 - t 

Thy Servants by furprize they’ve overcome; 

And with their Spoil they march’d in Triumph home. 

j 

r * ■ 

Mean time another enter’d, who in Speed 
And Confternation, did the reft exceed. 
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And thus he fpake. Job, At a fplendid Treat /- 
Thy Sons and Daughters were together met, ^ 

Within their Eldeft Brother’s pleafant Seat: L 

When rifing from the Salvage Wildernefs, 

A howling, hollow Wind, with fuch a Strefs 
Bore on the Houfe, that the high Roof and Wall 
Disjoynted crack’d, and fell; and with the Fall 
Crufh’d, and interr’d at once th’aflembled Youth. 

I only fcap’d to tell fo fad a Truth. 

Then Job his Garment rent, and (hav’d his Head, 

And on the Ground adoring fell, and faid * 

Naked at firft I left my Mother’s Womb, 

And (hall return as Naked fo my Tomb. 

The Lord has giv’n, and taken back again: 

Becaufe he takes his Own, (hall I complain ? 

Tho’ now he Frowns, I’ll praife th’ Allmighty s Name, 

And blefs the Spring whence paft Enjoyments came. 

Chap. H. The glorious Sons of God, a fecond time 
Adoring ftood, around his Throne fublime. 

A fecond time ambitious Lucifer , 

Amidft the happy Seraphs did appear. 

To whom th Eternal thus. Apoftate, whence 
Com T ft thou to thefe bleft Seats of Innocence? 

Th’ Apoftate (aid. I Lands and Seas have croft, 

And paft from Clime to Clime, from Coaft to Coaft, 

t 
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Till I the Tour of yon low World had made, 

And all its Empires, and its States furvey’d. 

And now am hither come. In all thy way, 

Th’ Allmighty faid, Ambitious Spirit, fay, 

Haft thou obferv’d good Job, my Servant, one 
In Righteoufnefs and Piety, by none 
Thro’all the wide Terreftrial World out-done? 

How midft his Suffrings he aflerts my Caufe, 
Defends my Juftice, and Obeys my Laws. 

He perfeveres unchang’d, and ftill holds faft 
Th’ Integrity which he has long embrac’t. 

Thou mov’ft me to afflict his Soul in vain, 

He ftill his generous Virtue does retain. 

Shock’d with this Storm, he ftill takes deeper root, 
Nor is he lefs adorn’d with Noble Fruit 
The Conftancy th’ unfhaken Man ha9 Ihew’d, 

Does thy malicious Policy Elude. 

Still againft Sin he makes a brave defence^ 

Defpoil’d of all things, but his Innocence. 

Th’ Apoftate then reply’d. Mankind, ’tis known, 
Will give their Childrens Skins, to lave their own. 
To favetheir Lives, theirTreafures they produce; 
Rather than Death, a naked Being chufe. 

But now extend thy Hand, and let the fmart 
Of fome Difeafe, afflict him to the Heart; 

And thou wilt find my Accufation true, 

That he with Curfes will his God purfue. 



8 


A Paraphrafe on JOB. 


Then faid th’ Allmighty, Job is in thy power, 
Afflift his Flefh, but be his Life fecure. 

In hafteth’ Apoftate on this Errand went, 

■9 

Pleas’d with a Power to vex the Innocent. 

He foon collected thro’ the Atmofphere, 

Crude Exhalations, and corrupted Air. 

He fetch’d raw Vapours, and unwholfom Damps 
From handing Lakes,low Caves,andmarlhy Swamps. 
Then finding Job , he fecretly convey’d 
Thro’ all his winding Veins, th’ infe&ious Seed. 

The poyfon’d Blood with Peftilential Boyls, 

From Head to Foot the guiltlefs Man defiles.’ 

In Allies humbly filent, down he fate; 

With Groans bewailing his unhappy Fate. 

To clean his Skin, he with a Potfherd took 
The Filth away, that from his Ulcers broke. 

Then thus his Wife theConftant Man addreft. 
How much thy pious dullnefs I deteft! 

Doft thou not fee that thy Devotion s vain ; 

What have thy Pray ts procur’d but Woe and Pain? 
To fuff’ring Virtue wilt thou ftill adhere, 

And harden’d in Religion perlevere ? 

Wilt thou retain thy Praying, Whining Cant ? 

And blefs thy God; for what ? for Plagues and Want? 
Haft thou not yet thy Int’reft underftood, 

Perverfly Righteous, and abfurdly Good ? 
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Thefe painful Sores, and all thy Lofles fhow, 
How Heav’n regards the foolilh Saint below. 
Incorrigibly Pious, can’t thy God 
Reform thy ftupid Virtue with his Rod ? 

Since only Woe attends thy Piety, 

Be Wife and Brave for once, Curfe God, and Dye. 
Provoke th’ Allmighty thus to be thy Friend, 

To take thy Life, and fo thy Sufferings end. 


Then Job reply’d. Thou fpeakeft as the Weak, 
As the Prophane, Flagitious Women fpeak. 

What! fhall a Man, a Worm with God contend ? 
Difpute his Will, his Rule of Juftice mend ? 

He once enrich’d, and made us to abound, 

Fill’d us with Goodnefs, and our Wifhes crown’d : 
Shall we receive his Bleffings, but complain 
When his afflicting Hand Creates our Pain ? 

We fhould our Patience in our Sufferings (hew; 
Bleffings are not, but Sufferings are our Due. 


When Bildad^ Zopbar , and Wife Eliphaz^ 
Rever’d for Knowledge, and their Noble Race, 
All three to Job by Friendfhip long endear’d, 
The News of his Calamitys had heard ; 

They left their Seats, and meeting on the Day 
And Place of Rendezvous, they took their way 
To Mourn with Job 7 to (hare his mighty Grief, 
And by their Councels to afford Relief. 

His Pain in part, by Kindnefs to remove, 

And footh his Anguifh by condoling Love. 
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Then 
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Then from afar they lifted up their Eyes, 

Directed by his Moans, and wofull Crys, 

And fpy’d th’ afflicted Job upon the Sand^ 

In Afhes laid, his Potfherd in his Hand. 

Confummate Sorrow in his Eyes appear’d, 

And Tears and Duft his meagre Cheeks befmear’d. 
Deform’d he lay, Disfigur’d, Cover’d o’er 
With running Boyls, and undigefted Gore. 

They fought him in himfelf, and fcarce did know 
Their ancient Friend, difguis’d with fa much Woe. - : 
At laft convinc’d, they whifper’d, fure ’tis he; 

But, O, h ow chang’d with Pain and Poverty ? 

What wondrous Turn of Providence is this, 

And how precarious is Terreftrial Blifs ? 

Amazing Change! how foon, O Righteous God, 

Man’s Glory fades beneath thy blafting Rod ? 

To fee a Righteous Friend lo much diftreft, 

Awaken’d various Paffions in their Breaft : 

Grief, Pity, Wonder in their Bofoms pent; 

Preft with like force, and ftrove at once for Vent. 

They tore their Vefts, like Men in deep Defpair, 

And fcatter’d Clouds of Afhes thro’ the Air 
Which thence defcending, oU their Heads did reft, 

Their inward Grief and Trouble to atteft. )I y 

Not tomoleft a Sorrow fo profound, 

Sev’n Nights and Days they Silent fate around. 

So long a Time they held their Peace, to Ihow 
A Rev’rence due to fuch prodigious Woe. 


And 




And then afflicted Job firft Silence broke. 

His Friends attentive fate, while thus he fpoke. 
Curft be the fatal Day that cheer’d my Sight, 

With the firft Beam of Inaulpicious Light. 

Curft be the lucklefs Night, be Curft the Morn, 
When firft they faid an Infant Man was born. 
Perifh that Day, let it no more appear, 

Cut off from all Connexion with the Year; 
O’ercharg’d with Sorrow, let it move l'o flow, 
That all Times fwift-Wing’d Race may ftill out-go 
That lagging Day, ftill let it pant behind, 

And never more its Place and Order find. 

May it be banifh’d from its Month, and may 
No ill'defigning Mortal ever Pray, 

To fee again this Abdicated Day. 

May it its Courfe and Turn for ever mifs, 
Ingulph’d, abforpt, and loft in Time’s Abyfs. 



As for the Night, let Darknefs to be felt, 
Impenetrable Darknefs, fuch as dwelt 
On the Dun Vifage of Primeval Night, 

Shut every Starbeam out from Mortals Sight, 

And clofe up every Pafs and Road of Light, 

Let not the cheerful Face of Joy appear; 

Let no harmonious Sound delight the Ear. 

O let no other Accents fill the Air, 

But ftrains of raging Grief, and Yellings of Defpair- 
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Ye Mourners, all ye wretched Sons of Woe, 

Who on your Birth-day dreadful Curfes throw, 
Some Execrations on this Night beftow. 

Ye Stars withdraw your Light, let hot a Ray 
Be fuflfer’d o’er the gloomy Air to ftray, 

Let Men in vain expedt the dawning Day. 
Becaufe it did not fliut the Womb, and keep 
Me from my Sorrows in Eternal Sleep. 

Why did a falfe Conception not elude 
My Parents hopes, and Life from me exclude ? 
Why was I fliap’d and fafhion’d as a Man? 

Why Life not ftifled when it firft began ? 

O, that a quick Abortion had fuppreft 

The vital Flame, when firft it warm’d my Breaft. 

Why did I not continue ftill too weak, 

And deftitute of Force enough to break 
The Bands which firft did me an Embryo hold, 
And in the Womb my tender Limbs enfold. 

Why did the Womb give me a paflage forth ? 

Or why did I furvive th’ unhappy Birth ? 

Why did my Mother’s Knee and Nurfe s Breaft, 
Preferve my Being, and prevent my Reft ? 

Had they in Mercy fuffer’d me to lye 
Without their help, and kindly let me dye; 

I then had early met as good a Fate, 

As Princes, Kings, and Councellors of State, 
Who lye in Stately Sepulchers Intetr’d, 

Which by themfelvies at vaft Expence were reer’d: 



Who once with Gold and Silver did abound, 

But now as Poor as Common Men are found. 

I had like Infants ftifled in the Womb, 

Slept undifturb’d, laid in the quiet Tomb. 

The Wicked there namore the Juft moleft, 

And there the weary are diflblv’d in Reft. 

There near th’ Oppfeflbr lyes th’Oppreftin Peace, 
And there the Pris ners Crys for ever ceafe. 
Levell’d by Death the Conquerour and the Slave, j 
The Wife and Foolilh, Cowards and the Brave, < 

Lye mixt, and undiftinguifh’d in the Grave. I 

% 

/ 

Why is that Peaceful Place, that foft repofe 
Deny’d to vaft unfufferable Woes ? 

Why does the Man that drags in Sweat and Pain, 
His Chain of Life demand to dye in vain ? 

Why is he not allow’d to yield his Breath, 

T’ enjoy the cool, refrefhing Shades of Death ? 
Why does the courted Bleffing ftill elude 
His eager Arms, and fly him when purfu’d ? 
Relentlefs Death! Inexorable Grave ! 

Why will you not your wretched Vot’rys Save ? 

r 

Who to enjoy you more defire and ftrive, 

Than e’er two happy Lovers did to Live ? 

Why ftrikes not Death the Man who meets her Dart 
With an expanded Brea'ft and leaping Heart ? 

Why can’t he tafte her bleft Ambrofial Bowl, 

To eafe the bitter Anguilh of his Soul ? 

When a poor Wretch confum’d with raving Grief, 
And funk in deep Defpair, to find relief 


Shall 
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Shall dig with eager Labour to explore 
Death’s Leaden Vein, as if ’twas Silver Oar: 

Why does he not fo cheap a Treafure find ? 

By envious Life why is he countermin’d ? 

Why muft he live, who begs and prays to dye, 

’Tis Cruelty this Refuge to deny 
To one who knows not whither elfe to fly ? 

This is my Cafe. For when I fit to Eat, 

Tears are my Wine, and Trouble is my Meat. 

My Grief Tempeftuous, and unruly grows, 

And as a roaring Flood my raging Sorrow flows; 
For now I groan beneath thofe ills oppreft, 

Which my ill-boding Mind did ftill fuggeft. 
When I pofleft the fofteft hours of Eafe, 

My ill prefaging Thoughts difturb’d my Peace. 
My anxious Fears did my Enjoyments Awe, 

And now I feel what from afar I faw. 

Chap. iv. Then Eliphaz reply’d. To mourn thy Fate, 
And with foft Words thy Sorrow to abate 
We came, but fuch Impatience thou haft fhowrt, 
And haft on Heav n fuch bold Reproaches thrown. 
That now inftead of yielding kind Relief, 

My Language may exafperate thy Grief. 

Such is thy Wound, Balm will be us’d in vain ; 
And if I Lance it, I increafe the Pain. 

Vet who can hold from fpeaking to defend 
Juftice Divine, and guide an Erring Friend ? 



Oft 
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Oft have thy Words and Wife InftruCtions made 
The Feeble Strong, and giv n th’ Afflicted Aid. 

Th’ Unfortunate and Wretched taught by Thee, 

Reviving, have forgot their Mifery. 

The Mourners and the Comfortlefs have found 
Thy Words like healing Balfom, eafe their Wounds 
The moft perverfe, inexorable Woe, 

And fullen Grief thy charming Voice did know. 

Drooping Defpondency, and deep Defpair 

Liften’d to Thee, and would thy Councels hear, 

/ 

But fince it is thy Turn to undergo 

The Suff’rers Part, ungovern’d Paffions fhow, 

How much a lighter Task it is to give 
Councel and wife Advice, than; to receive. 

How eafy tis ta praife, how hard to beat 
Th’ afflicting Rod, thy wild Complaints declare.- 


Impatience under Pain the Spring betrays 
Of thy Devotion and Religious Ways. ! 

Affliction has detected thee, tfftd fhowri r- 

Thou didft not feek Heav’h’s Int’reft’but thy own; } 
For with thy Wealth, thy Piety is gone. ^ 

None whofe Religion’js Pure, and Mind Sincere, 

' * r 

Did e’er fuch Marks of Heav’n’s Difpleafure bear, 

■ r \ 

Heav’n will not let the Righteous fink fo low, 

In fuch a vaft profound Abyfs of Woe. 

They are by adverfe Providence annoy’d, 

Kindly Corrected oft, but pot deftroy’d. 

They bear the Frowns, but not the Wrath of God, 
Nor Feel his Vengeance, tho’ they do his Rod. 


i. 
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A ruin’d Upright Man was never known. 

Never as thou art, perfectly Undone. 

He that delights to fow Iniquity, 

Shall a fad Harveft of Deftru&ion fee. 

The Breath of God, like Peftilential Air 
Shall blaft, and leave him with’ring in Defpair. 

So a fierce Lyon long inur’d to Spoil, 

Shall roar entangled in the Hunter’s Toil: 

Or elfe the Bloody Ravager o’erpowr’d 
When Old, by Famine’s Teeth fhall be devour’d. 
His rav’ning Whelps fhall o’er the Mountains ftray, 
And perifh on the Sands for want of Prey. 

I (hould be impious, vain and arrogant, 

Should I of Heav’nly Correfpondence vaunt: 

Yet to convince thee of thy Error, hear 
The Language of a Heav’nly Meflenger. 

When Night in Sable Clouds had Nature dreft. 
And weary Lab’rers fought refrefhing Reft; 

I had a Vifion, which a Sacred Dread 
And Reverential Horror in me bred. 

The awful Object cloath’d in glorious Air, 

Struck thro’ my trembling Joynts refiftlefs Fear. 

A Heav’nly Spirit pafs’d before my Sight; 

My Hair with Terror ftiffen’d, flood Upright. 
Approaching me, the bright Appearance flood, 
And I a plain Corporeal Glory view’d: 

But in fo great Confufion, fo much Awe, 

That I no Form or Shape diftinttly faw. 


Then 
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Then thus th’ immortal Stranger filence broke, 
And with a (till Celeftial 'Accent fpoke. 




c . , 1 

Shall mortal Man than God more Righteous be? 
Shall Man’s out-do his Maker’s Purity ? 

Full Confidence evn in the Godlike Race 
Of Seraphims th’ Almighty cannot place. 

S f \ 

He does Arch-Angels For their Folly blame, 

• •' 1 i \ 1 ‘. 

Who bow their confcious Heads, and blufhfor fhame. 

( ** * . 

And fhall a Man his Innocence defend ? 

i i 

With his great Maker (hall a Man contend ? 

A worthlefs Wight that triumphs for a Day, 

Whofe Habitation is a Houfe of Clay. 

Whofe Fort of Life is founded in the Dull 

. • 7 r _ ' 

Which quickly falls, and difappoints his Truft, 
Tho’ but a gnawing Worm the Work aflails, 

Or but a filly Moth the Fabrick fcales. 

, _ i • • < 

Each hour the Tap’d Foundation feels decay, 

And Life ev’n in its blooming fades away, > 


And Late ev n m its Dioommg raaes away, 
Made to its own devouring Flame a Prey. 

i 

So faft Men perifh, that the common fight 
No more does wonder, or regard excite. 

On Power and Wealth in vain for aid they cry, 

« 

, „ . , . • • [ 

For as they liv’d, they in their Folly dye. 
Therefore, O Job, thy rafh Difcourfe correct, 
No more, poof Mortal, on thy God reflect. 


Perhaps the Foolirfi may 
And againft Heav’n friay be 


friay bold Objections raife. 


Chap. V. 


D 


But 
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But try the Wife and Upright, call and fee 
Which Saint of all thefacred Hierarchy 
Will thy rath Words applaud, thy Caufe maintain, 
And with audacious Charges Heav’n arraign ? 

Why doft thou, Job , thy Di{content exprefs 
That wicked Men do Power and Wealth poflefs ? 
That Power and Wealth-they will not long enjoy, 
For wrath Divine will the vile Race deftroy, 

I have with wonder feen the Wicked fhoot 
Deep in a fertile foil his thriving Root: 

But foon aflaulted with a fuddain ftorm, 

His ghaftly Ruin did the Ground deform. 

His Limbs and Leaves and wither’d Fruit were fpred 
Round his difmember’d Trunk,' and blafted head. 
His hated Sons impleaded by the Poor, 

Their Wealth by Rapine gotten did reftore. 
Inextricable Troubles, vaft Diftrefs 
Did this accurs t, defpairing Race opprefs. 

The Hungry did their thorny Fences leap, 

Enjoy their Labour, and their Harveft reap. 
Robbers did Inroades make in furious Bands, 

Their Houfes rifle, and lay waft their Lands. 


4 


What means thefe Cries ? why this Impatience fliown ? 
Is Trouble rare? are Woes uncommon grown ? 


’Tis true, Affliction fprings not from the Earth, 

Nor to the Ground owes a fpontaneous Birth; 

Yet Men to Woe as ,to5their Center tend, 

\ ‘ » 

As Streams to Seas, and Flames to Heav’n afcend. 



This 
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This is the fad Inheritance convey’d 
From Man to Man fince Adam difobey’d. 

This is the Lot which God does Man affign; 
Wherefore, O JA, were thy Affliction mine, 

I would to HeavVs dread Majefty fubmit; 

All my own Ways Arraign, but his Acquit 
I would his Juftice and his Truth adore, 

Revere his Greatnefs, but my felf abhor. 

By humble Refignation I would ly 
Beneath his Feet, and for his Mercy cry. 

His Deeds are great, ’unfearchable his Ways, 
Which in obferving Minds Amazement raife. 

His Providence when leaft tis underftood, 

Is always Juft, and Merciful and Good. 

The Wonders of this dark, unfathom’d Deep, 

Our Thoughts in endlefs Admiration keep. 

He hangs his Clouds, amazing to behold, 

And fhapes his Rain-drops in an unknown Mould. 
Then he his Waters on the Mountains pours, 

And on the Vallyshis Prolific Showers. 

He fets the Servant in the Mafter’s place, 

And wipes the Tears off from the Mourner’s Face. 
The crafty he Entangles, Countermines 
The Councellor, andblaftshis Wifedefigns, 

He turns againff himfelf the Statefman’s Art, 

And does the Politician’s Hopes fubvert. 

By interpofing Mifts, the cleared: Sight 
He oft obftru&6, and intercepts the Light. 
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’Involv’d in thicken’d Shades they lofe their way, 
Believe ’tis Night, and feek at Noon the Day. 

He from th’ Oppreflbr does Protect the Poor, 

And from his Mighty Foe the Weak fecure: 

So to the Poor he gives reviving Hopes, 

And the black Mouth of proud Injuftice flops. 

Thrice happy is the Mali, who feels the fmart 
Which kindly God’s correcting Strokes impart. 

When chaflen’d, think, thou art with Favours crown’d 
Let no defponding Thoughts thy Hopes confound, 
The Hand that made, will likewife fieal thy Wound. 
He’ll from thy various Troubles fet thee free, 

And change to Joy this Scene of Mifery. 

His powerful Word fhall call thefmiling Light 
From this wild Chaos, and this fullen Night. 

He fhall protect thee with a tender Care 
From the fierce Jaws of Famine and of War. 

The poifonous Arrows of the Sland’ring Tongue, 

i 

Shall neither galhthy Fame, or Honour wrong. 

When grim DeftruCtion with her horrid Train 
And dire Attendants, Anguifh, Woe and Pain 
Advances, fhaking her tremendous Spear, 

Her Threats fhall move thy Laughter, not thy Fear. 
All Nature recoqcil’d fhall give thee Peace, 

If thy juft Ways the Lord of Nature pleafe. 

The Stones and all the Elements with thee, 

Shall ratify a ftrift Confed’racy. 

Wild Beafts their falvage Nature fhall forget, 

And for a firm Allyance with thee treat. 
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The Finny Tyrants of the fpacious Seas, 

Shall fend a Scaly Embafty for Peace. 

His plighted Faith the Crocodile fhall keep, 

And feeing thee, for Joy fincerely Weep. 

Dragons fhall thee with friendly Hidings greet, 
And wanton Serpents roll, and lick thy Feet. 

The fawning Lyon fhall thy Friendship Court.* 
And gentle Tygers fhall around thee fport. 

There awkard Sycophants fhall thee addrefs, 
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And unaccuftom’d Flattery exprefs. 

Thy Habitation fhall be ever bleft 
With undifturb’d Tranquility and Reft. 

Thy Houfe in Numbers fhall furpafs the Sand, 

And as the Rocks around, unfhaken ftand. 

When watchful Death fhall on her Harveft look, 
And fee thee ripe with Age invite the Hook, 
She’ll gently cut thy bending Stalk, and thee 
Lay kindly in the Grave her Granary. 

Weigh thefe undoubted Truths, and thou wilt find 
Great Confolation to thy wounded Minjl. 

He ceas’d, and Job in Pain and Anguifh faid, 

O, that my Grief was in a Ballance laid, 

And all my Sufferings were againft it weigh’d! 
Then let an equal Judge decide my Cafe, 
Whether my Grief my Suff’rings does furpafs. 

My mafly Burden and my pondrous Woe, 

In weight the Sand around the Sea out-do. 
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Unutterable Groans my Soul opprefs, 

Nor have I words to fhew my deep Diftrefs. 

Th’ Allmighty’s Arrows ftick within my Heart, 
And every feft’ring Wound gives deadly fmart. 
Arrows whofe heads, like pointed Lightning, fhine 
Steep’d in the ftrongeft Lees of Wrath Divine. 

Their raging Poifon fpreds without controul, 
Drinks up my Life, and Eats my very Soul. 

Th’ Allmighty’s Terrors drawn out in Array 
Surround me, and invade me every Way. 

You that can triumph free from Care and Pain 
In Peace and Plenty, never need Complain; 

Is the Wild Afs in grafly Fields difeas’d ? 

Or o’er his Fodder lows the Oxe difpleas’d. 

But did you my Affliction undergo, 

Your groans with mine would fome proportion fhowj 
And to as high a Tyde your fwelling Sorrows grow. 
Who in unfavory Meats can take delight ? 

What Tafte is in an Egg’s infipid White ? 

Then noxious Food, fuch as my Sorrows are, 

*Tis madnefs to commend, as wholfom Fare. 

I’m now compel I’d, my Poverty is fuch, 

To feed on Meats which I abhorr’d to touch. 

My Troubles rife to fuch amazing height, 

Such is my Grief s unfufferable Weight; 

My Soul to fuch extremity is driv’n, 

That I muft ftill implore the God of Heav’n 
That I may find the Bleffing I require, 

That he would grant my paffionate defire; 
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That he my Life in Mercy would deftroy, 

And let me Death, for which I long, enjoy. 

That he would bowels ofCompaffion fhow, 

And loofe his Hand to give the fatal blow. 

To welcome Death I would my Arms extend, 
Embrace and hug my Dear, tho’ ghaftly Friend. 
Did I but fee the kind Deliverer near, 

Did from the Grave fome dawning hope' appear, 
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This Anodyne my Anguilh would appeafe, 

That with my Life my Grief would quickly ceafe. 
I’d then a firm, unfhaken Courage fhow, 

Harden’d in Grief, and ftrengthen’d by my Woe. 

I hate to live, of Death I’m not affraid, 

Confcious that Heav’n I ftri&ly have obey’d. 

What is my Strength ? how weak, and how abfurd 
Is it to hope it er’e lhall be reftor’d ? 

What is my End ? where is my Period fet 
When I no more fhall my fad moans repeat ? 

Wafted and worn I linger and complain, 

And by prolonging Life prolong my Pain. 

I from your Love and Council hop’d Relief, 
Thought your Difcourfes would abate my Grief; 
But your perverfe, unskilful ways confefs 
You know not how to treat your Friend’s diftrefs. 
Miftaking my Diftemper you enrage 
The fharp Difeafe, but not the Pain aflwage. 

Am I a Marble Rock that cannot feel ? 

Are all my Mufcles Brafs, my Sinews Steel ? 



That I this mighty Load of Grief muft bear, 
While Death which I invbke negle&s myPray’r, 
And at a diftance keeps, deriding my Defpair. 

O Elipbaz , was I defponding left,"; 

Of help without, andfenfe within bereft, 

* 

Yet ftill a Friend Companion fhould exprefs 
To one in fuch Affliction, and Diftrefs. 

As when with burning heat a Traveler fry’d 
Finds out the Brook, blit fees the Channel dry’d, 
Where he expected cooling Streams fhould flow, 
Since Was in Winter fill’d with Ice and Snow; 
But when the Waters felt a warmer heat, 

They rofe in Vapours, and fbrfook their Seat: 
Won by the Summer’s importuning Ray, 
Th’elopirig Flood did froth its Channel ftray, 
And with enticing Sun-beams ftole away : 

The Trav’ller calling down a troubled look, 
Sighs and upbraids the falfe deceitful Brook. 

Fair Sheba s Convoys and the thirfty Troops 
Of Tema mourn their difappointecT Hopes. 
Confounded they exprefs their Grief and Shame, 
To find the Banks without th’ expected Stream. 
No lefs am I amaz’d, no lefs I grieve 
That you my bofoih Friends my hopes deceive. 

You are unable to afford me Aid, 

Seeing my Grief you fta'rt and are affraid. 

Do my prodigious Woes my Friends amaze ? 
Why do you wildly ftare, and at a diftance gaze ? 




Has 
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Has my Difeafe this Confternation bred ? 

Dye fear my Ulcers will Infection fpred ? 

D ye fear your Friend now Poor, will craving grow, 
And beg Supplies of you to eafehis Woe? 

Did I e’er importune my Friends to grant 
Part of their Subftance to relieve my want ? 

Did ever Job at your Expence demand 
To be deliver’d from th’ OpprefTor s hand ? 

If your Inftru&ions can my Ways correct, 
Thankfull I’ll hold my Peace, and not reject ^ 
The Heav’nly Light, that will my Crime detect. - 
Right Reafon’s Beams a quick admiflion find, 

And breaking all Obftru£tions force the Mind : 

But whom can your Weak Arguments confute ? 
Short, or befide the Mark you ever fhoot. 

Will you your Ignominious Slanders throw, 

And tho’ I am your Friend, infult my Woe ? 
Almoft bereft of fenfe yet I can find 
Your Words are vain and empty, as the Wind. 
Your Indifcretion far from your Intent, 

With crqel Comforts does my Grief augment. 

You fink me down too low before depreft, 

And in your fubtile Snares your Friend Arreft. 

* And now if you my Troubles would furvey, 

And with deliberate Thoughts my Sorrow weigh, 
You would pronounce I juftly did Complain, 
Acquit my Speeches, and your own Arraign. 
Return I pray, to Reafon’s Paths return, 

You’ll then aflert my Caufe, my Suff’rings mourn. 


E 


You 
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You will defend my Righteoufnefs, and all 
Your raih and unconfider’d Words recall. 

I do not find my Reafon fo debas’d, 

Nor yet fo undiftinguifhing my Tafte, 

But I can fee your words are mifapply’d ; 

They cannot Truth’s Impartial Teft abide. 

The Life of Man has a determin’d date 
Fix’d by Divine, Irrevocable Fate. 

His Days will at a certain time expire, 

As his, who lets his Labour out for Hire. 

The Weary Slave does for the Evening pray, 
Knowing his Labour ceafes with the Day. 

Then why fhould I with toilfom Life oppreft, 

Not be allow’d to pray for Death and Reft ? 

Th’ uneafy Day in ling’ring Pain I Ipend, 

And think the tedious Night will never end. , 

By Night when Men their anxious Thoughts disband, 
And gently ftrok’d by Slumber’s downy hand; 
Reluttant Cares at laft from raging ceafe, 

And Sleep till Morn, to give the Wretched Peace. 
Ev’n then my reftlefs Thoughts to vex my Soul, 

In everlafting Agitations roll. 

My falvage Grief let loofe, like Beafts of Prey, 

By Night grows more outragious, than by Day. 

My fwelling Sorrows never will fubfide, 

But higher rife in their Nocturnal Tyde. 

A thouland times I turn, but turn in vain, 

I change my Side, but always keep my Pain. 


With 
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With longing Eyes I feek the dawning Light, 

But Woe fucceeds, as Dayfucceeds the Night; 

My Ulcerated Flefh is cloath’d with Worms, 

And Putrefaction every Limb deforms. 

My Days in quick Succeflion go and come, 

As the fwift Shuttle traverfes the Loom. 

Lord, in Compaflion to me, call to mind, 

That fwift-wing’d Life out-flys the fleeteft Wind. 
No grateful ObjeCl more fhall pleafe my Sight, 

No more Harmonious Sounds my Ear delight. 

I muft for ever my Abode forfake, 

For ever of my Friends my Farewell take. 

Shouldft thou difpleas’d give me a frowning Look, 
I fink, I dy, as if with Light’ning ftruck. 

As ruin’d Clouds diflolve, and flow in Air, 

And ne’er their loft Connexion can repair : 

So he that once defcends into the Tomb, 

Before the great and Univerfal Doom, 

No more his Form and Vigor will refume. 

He’ll never break the Leaden Chains of Death, 
Nor more by turns exclude and draw his Breath. 
He fhall no more enjoy his former home, 

Nor from the Grave to his dear Neighbours come. 
Since Life by Common Fate muft quickly ceafe, 
And griping Death will ne’er her Prey releafe; 

I’ll not refrain, but for Compaflion Cry, 

For fome repofe and Eafe, or elfe to Dye. 

I’ll fpeak, for Grief is bold and eloquent, 

My Prayers and Crys fhall give my Sorrow vent. 

E a 


Ex- 
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Expoftulations and Complaints fhall eafe 
My tortur’d Soul, and the lharp Pain appeafe. 

Am I a vaft, a wild, Impetuous Deep, 

That thou art forc’d to fet thy Watch, and keep 
Me thus in Bounds ? Can I e’er dangerous grow, 
E’er pa fs my Banks, and o’er the Region flow ? 

Am I a furious Monfter of the Main, 

That thou in Fetters doft my Rage reftrain ? 

No. I extended lye upon my Bed, 

And on my Couch repofe my reftlefs Head : 

But then if Sleep around me nodding fives 
With flaggy Wings, and lights upon my Eyes; 
Vifions and Dreams compos’d of frightful Air, 

The drowfy Stranger from my Eye-lids fcare. 
Therefore my Soul does quick Deliv’rance ask 1 
From tedious Life’s unfufferable Task : 

Life I abhor; let me alone to Dye; 

Why lhould I ftill in ling’ring Torments lye? 

Why does Coy Death from my Embraces fly ? 

Why lhould I Live ? Was I from Pain releaft, 
Life’s but a vain and empty Name at beft. 

O, what is Man ? What is the Hope and Truft 
Of a poor piece of ill-cemented Duft ? 

What is the Wight, that God lhould condefcend 
To try his Strength, and with him lhould contend ? 
Wilt thou fuch Honour on a Wretch beftow, 

Is he or worth thy Notice, or thy Blow ? 

Wilt thou thy Power againft a Worm engage, 

Is Man a proper Object of thy Rage ? 



But 
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But if thou fcourgeft with a kind Intent, 

And thy fharp Strokes are for Correction meant 
To make the Suff’rer thy juft Laws obey, 

And to reduce the Wand’rer to his way, 

Still what is Man, that every Day his God 
Should both Chaftife, and Guide him with his Rod ? 
That he fliould Wound his Flefti to heal his Mind, 
Beneficent in Wrath, and in Difpleafure Kind ? 
Lord, fpare a Wretch that has not long to live, 
Some eafie Minutes, i’ome fhort refpite give. 

I own my Guilt, and my Offences blame, 

Delug’d in Tears, and overwhelm’d with Shame. 
What fhall I do thy Favour to regain ? 

Can I implore th’ Allmighty’s Aid in vain, 

Whofe gracious Power does all Mankind fuftain ? 

In deeds of Kindnefs thou doft moft rejoyce, 
Chaft’ning is forc’d, but Mercy is thy choice. 

Why haft thou fet me as a Mark, to ftand 
Againft the Darts of thy refiftlefs Hand, 

Which fo much gaul my feft’ring Flefh, that I 
Would lay my Life, my Burden down, and dye ? 
Forgive of all my Guilt the mighty Debt, 

Remember Mercy, and my Sin forget. 



Then Bildad : 

How long wilt thou the Bounds of Patience break ? 
And thus abfurdly and perverlly ipeak ? 

How long fhall thy Reproaches Heav ’11 Arraign ? 
Does the leaft Spot Eternal Juftice ftain ? 


Chap. VIII. 
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Why 
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Why does thy Paflion’s Tyde its Bank o’erflow ? 
Why do thy Words, like Winds, Tempeftuous grow ? 
Does God Deceit to Sacred Truth prefer ? 

Rather than Job , muft God be thought to err ? 

If thy Rebellious Children did provoke 

Th’Allmighty’s Wrath, and felt his Vengeful ftroke, 

If thou his Perfect Juftice would’ft adore, 

If thou his Mercy humbly would’ft implore; 

And to thy Pray’r joy n Purity of Heart, 

For thy Support he would his Power exert. 
HisBleflings yet would Crown thy righteous Ways, 
And thou in Peace might’ft pafs thy profp’rous Days. 
Tho’ thou art Poor and defpicably low, 

Thy Subftance fhould increafe and vaftly grow, 
And Wealth around thee would profufely flow. 
Confult thy Fathers, look on Ages back, 

Turn o’er the Rolls of Time, and ftriCt enquiry make. 
We are of no Experience, no regard 
When with our long-liv’d Anceftors Compar’d r 
Thofe Venerable Heads will give thee Light 
In this Debate, andfetthy Judgment right. 

They’ll from repeated Obfervation fhew, 

That all the Maxims-we advance, are true. 

Ev’n as a Rufli that in a Wat’ry Mead 
With hafty growth reers its prefumptuous Head; 

In its chief Verdure withering away, 

Prevents the Mower by a fwift decay. 

The Plants that once with Envy on him gaz d, 
Stand at this unexpected Change amaz’d. 
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So (hall the Beauty of the Wicked fade, 

Who to endure has no Foundation laid. 

His fwelling Hopes in their high Tyde (hall ebb; 
His Truft is weaker than a Spider’s Web. 

He on his Houfe fhall lean, a fruitlefs Prop, 

His Houfe will fink, and difappoint his Hope. 

Will he on Servants and his Wealth depend, 
Servants and Wealth their Lord (ball not defend. 
Tho’ he to Heav’n fhould raife his (hady head, 

And his thick Branches o’er the Garden fpread; 
Should he beneath the Summer’s burning Ray 
Continue Green, which makes the Rufh decay; 
Should all his interweaving Roots around, 

i 

Embrace the Stones in firm and folid ground ; 
Could he deride the Winds that him invade, 
AndTempefts with their Impotence upbraid; 

Did he thus ftand fecure from Storms and Heat, 
Proud of the Strength and Beauty of his Seat; 

He (hall his fuddain Extirpation Mourn, 

Fell’d by the Axe, or elfe by Thunder torn. 
Compleat Deftru&ion (hall all marks efface, 

And all Remains, that might confefs his place. 
The ground fhall no difcov’ring Footfteps (hew, 
Nor neighb ring Trees remember, where he grew. 
No other milder Fate or happier End, 

Shall all his Pomp and profp’rous Pride attend. 

He (hall be rooted up, and in his Ground 
No fruitful Plant (hall be hereafter found, 

But neighb’ringTrees (hall thrive,that ftand around. 
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His God will ne’er the Perfect Man reject, 

Nor may the Wicked e’er his Aid expeft. 

Hence, Job^ thy want of Virtue does appear, 
That God abandons thee to thy Defpair. 

But this is certain, if thou wilt not mourn 
Offences pad, and to thy God return, 

Utter Deftru&ion fliall thy Ways attend; 

But if convinc’d thou wilt thy Errors mend, 

He fhall thy former Joy and Power reftore, 
Encreafe thy Friends, and multiply thy Store; 
Till Songs and Shouts thy great Delight atteft, 
And mighty Joy extends thy lab’ring Breaft. 

Thofe who revil’d thee, and thy Dwelling curft, 
Shall blufh with Shame, with Indignation burft; 
When they fliall fee thy Happy Days reftor’d, 

And greater Wealth and Honour on thee pour’d. 

Mean time refiftlefs Ruin fliall efface 

The Wicked Man, and all his impious Race. 


Chap. iX. Then anfwer’d Job. This Sacred Truth I own, 
That God has ftill unblemifh’d Juftice fhown. 

Nor can a Man his Innocence defend, 

If with him God fhould in Debate contend. 

What Reafonings e’er he offers in difpute, 

Man of a, thoufand could not one Confute. 

He’s Wife in Heart, and guides all Nature’s Ways, 
And at a View the Univerfe furveys. 


The 
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The Heart he fearches with his piercing Eye, 

And bubbling Thoughts does in their Spring defcry. 
llnfinifh’d Notions in the Mind he fees, 

And the rude Lines of half-drawn Images. 

He views the Spark that firft our Bofom fires, 

And the firft ftruggling of unborn Defires. 

He from the Hills of Time looks down, to fee 
The boundlefs Vale of dark Futurity. 

He fees all Ages from Duration’s Deep 
Come rolling on, and how they Order keep. 

All things he fees in Time’s Capacious Womb, 

And turns the Annals o’er of Years to come. 

He fees each Chance, and every future Turn, 

And reads the Lives of Monarchs yet unborn. 

He views Events that in their Caufes lye, 

And fees Effedts in Nature s Energy. 

* 

He minds our Ways, and to his clearer Sight 
Thofe Paths are crooked, which we thought were rights 

His Strength proportion with his Wifdom ihows, 

Fit to Protedt his Friends, and Crulh his Foes; 

Who with Succefs did e’er his Arm oppofe ? . 

Hills with their Woods, when his fierce Anger burns, 

He from their Seat amidft the Vally fpurns. 

\ 

He turns up Mountains Roots againft the Sky, 

And from his Wrath the Rocks find Wings to fly. 

He makes the Earth with ftrong Convulfions ftiake, 

Her Pillars ftart, and their old Rafe forfake. 

Vaft, gaping Chafms, amazing to the Sight, 

Mingle the Day with Subterranean Night. 

F Th’ 
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Th’ inclining Poles as wrench’d afide appear, 

And diving Ides conceal themfelves for fear. 

At his Command the riling Sun will ftay, 

And from the World keep back the ling’ring Day. 

His marfhal’d Clouds to intercept the Light, 

Seal up the Stars the twinkling Eyes of Night. 

The fpreading Heav’n’s he as a Curtain draws, 

Treads down afpiring Waves, and gives the Ocean Laws. 
With Orbs of Light he inlays all the Sphears, 

And ftuds the Sable Night with Silver Stars. 

He all the Conftellations hangs on high, 

And bids the Planets wander thro’ the Sky. 

Stormy Arffunos round the Northern Pole 
By his direction does unweary’d roll. 

Orion and the Pleiades difpence, 

At his Command, their Rays and Influence. 

His skillful hand on Airy Pillars reers 
The Vaulted phambers of the Southern Spheres. 

The long Succeflion of his Mighty Deeds, 

Our everlafting Admiration feeds. 

Behind a black impenetrable Screen 
Of Pitchy Clouds, th’ Aflmighty walks unfeen. 

He that to follow in his Steps eflays, 

Thro’ all his craggy, dark, perplexing Ways, 

Scar’d by the facred Horrors of the Place, 

Will own, the Maze Divine he cannot trace, 

Nor the black Gulph, and tracklefs Mountains pafs. 

He’ll ftand aftonifh’d, and bereft of Senfe, 

Loft in the awful Wilds of Providence. 
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If he his fettled Purpofe has expreft, 

A Man of Wealth and Honour to diveffy 
What hardy Mortal will his Power withftanc^ 

Or dares a reafon why ’tis done, demand ? 

Till God withdraws the heavy, galliiig Yoke, 

And reconcil’d, forbears th’ afflicting Stroke: 

Thofe who would refcue, may their Pride exprefs, 
But by their fall their weaknefs fhall confefs; 

Since none a Match in Power with God contends 
And none his Ways and Counfels comprehends, 
Can I pretend to fpeak, my Cafe to ftatej 
And grapple with th’ Allmighty in. debate ? 

Can I his Ear with chofen Language charm^ 

And God of all his Arguments difarm ? 

Tho’ I believ’d my Caufe moft Right and Juft, 

I would my doubtful Innocence diftruft. 

I would not plead with God, but only pray 
That Juft ice he with Mercy would allay. 

Tho* he fhould kindly grant me my Requeft, 

Yet I fo much defpond, am fo Diftreft, 

That Ith’ amazing Truth fhould ne’er believe, 

But, as a gawdy Dream the joyful News receive. 
Both fharp and lafting Sufferings I have born, 

With Wrath Divine, as with a Tempeft torn; 

He perfeveres and multiplies his Strokes, 

Tho’ no uncommon Guilt his Wrath provokes. 

So faft his fierce, redoubled Blows defcend, 

That I can fcarce to all my Wounds attend. 
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No breathing Time is giv’n, no fhort Relief 
From exquifite and never-ceafing Grief. 

Should I his Throne with all my force Aflail, 
Againft Allmighty Strength can I prevail ? 

If I Appeal to Judges and to Laws, 

What higher Court can Sit to hear my Caufe ? 

If I my Righteoufnefs before him plead, 

Will not my Words to my Convittion lead ? 

Will he not thence my Condemnation draw, 

And in my pureft Virtue find a flaw? 

Should God pronounce me juft, yet I’d refufe 
Uneafy Life, and Death’s Embraces chufe. 

To all things you advance, to reprefent 
God’s Power and Juftice fully, I aflent. 

But then you err, when you aflert that God 
Exempts the Righteous from his fcourging Rod. 
No Fav’rite Son is from his Frown fecure, 

But in his Turn does his (harp Stripes endure. 

The Foolifh from the Wife you cannot know 
By the falfe marks of Happinefs, or Woe. 

’Twixt Good and Bad there’s no diftin&ion made, 
Unlefs more frequent Darts the Good invade. 
Againft the Juft th’Allmighty’s Arrows fly, 

For he delights the Innocent to try. 

To (how their Conftantand their God-like Mind, 
Not by Affli&ions broken, but refin’d. 

He to the Wicked gives the Earth away, 

And raifes Monfters to Imperial Sway. 
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He makes them Peace and Plenty to poffefs, 

And crowns their Undertakings with Succefs. 
While Men for Empire fit, and Publique Truft, 
Quick in difcerning, in deciding Juft, 

Worthy of Thrones, Men of unblemifh’d Fame, 
Are oft expos’d to Mifery and Shame. 

This is th’ Allmighty’s Deed, if not, declare 
Its genuine Authors, who, and where they are. 

My Life confumes in never-ceafing Woe, 

My rolling Days uninterrupted flow, 

To difembogue their Flood within the Deep, 
Where all the Streams of Time collected Sleep. 

No eager Couriers in their greateft hafte, 

Nor Ship before the Wind advance fo faft. 

The Eagle from the Mountains Aiiy top, 

To ftrike his Prey, does ne’er fo fwiftly ftoop, 

If I refolve my Sorrow to forget, 

That I’ll no more my rafh Complaints repeat, 
That my unbridled Paflion I’ll reftrain; 

This humble Refignation is in vain. 

For God will never my Diftreft relieve, 

He’ll punifh on, and tempt Men to believe. 

That Job by fome unufual, black Offence, 

Has Heav’n provok’d fuch Judgments to difpence. 
In vain I ftrive my Innocence to clear, 

Since I muft ftill thefe grievous Sufferings bear, 
Still the fad marks of Heav’n’s difpleafure wear. 

If by my Vindication I fhould grow 
As clean and fpotlefs, as the Fleecy Snow, 
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When God replies, my Stains before conceal’d 
To my Confufion would be all reveal’d. 

My Foulnefs he’ll detect, that I no more 
Should boaft my Cleanrtefs, but my felf abhor. 

He’s not a Man, my equal in difpute, 

That I (hould hope his Reafons to refute. 

Can I in Courts of Judgment take my place, 

And plead againd th’ Allmighty Face to Face ? 

In this Debate what Umpire (hall prefide, 

Hear all our Arguings, and the Caufe decide ? 
Let him his Terrors, and his Rod withdraw, 

And let his Mercy mitigate his Law; 

For humane Frailty due Allowance make* 

And I with Courage will my Tryal take. 

I then will boldly fpeak, and free from fear 
111 quickly make my Innocence appear. 

But this requeft th’ Allmighty does refufe ; 

He does the Rigour of his Judice ufe. 

His awful Terrors which my Soul furround, 
Drink up my Spirits, and my Hope confound. 

As I have done, I therefore will complain, 

This only way is left to footh my Pain. 

Chap. X. My condant Woes, fuch condant Groans create, 
That Life’s a black, uncomfortable State. 

My Soul abhors this loathfom Lump of Clay, 
Longs to be free, to wing to Heav n its way. 

I’ll make my moan to give its Sorrow vent, 

Elfe will my Bread be with its Temped rent. 
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I cannot fmother fuch Gigantick Woe, 

Nor on my raging Grief a Muzzle throw. 

I can’t forbear, to God I’ll thus complain, 

As one that’s Wicked, do not .me Arraign. 

Why doft thou let me thus in torment lye, 

And thus in vain for Heav’n’s Compaflion Cry ? 
Do not thy Servant by uncommon Woes, 

To Publique Cenfure and Reproach expofe. 
Mankind will Me Condemn, and cry, we know 
His Crime’s enormous, lince his Pain is fo. 

Can God Complacence in Oppreflion take, 

* 

And vex his- Creatures for the Pleafure’s fake ? 

O, can a God of Mercy cruel grow, 

r f 

No Pity feel/ no tender Paffion (how ? 

Can God my Father e’er Unnatural prove, 

Shut up his Bowels, and forget to love ? 

Will he with hoftile Force his Sons invade, 
Pleas’d to deftroy the Works his hands have made 

While he mean time with more aufpicious Rays 

- . . . - 

Shines on the Wicked, and approves their Ways ? 
Has God an Eye of Flefh, that needs the Light ? 
Has he, like Man, a Weak imperfect Sight, 
That he’s fo curious in his fearch, and makes 
Such ftri£t enquiry after my Miftakes ? 

Or are th’ Allmighty’s days like thofe of Man, 
That in extenfion fcarce exceed a Span ? 

That he makes hafte to punith, on pretence 
That Death may interpofe for my Defence. 
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By blacker Crimes than others, thou doft know 
I’m not diftinguifhd, tho I am by Woe. 

Thou know ’ft that none thy Vengeatlce can withftand, 
Or refcue me from thy Affli&ing Hand. 

Should’ft thou deny me Aid, I am bereft 
Of all Afliftance, and am hopelefs left. 

Thy hands have wrought and fafhion’d every Part 
Of this weak Fabrick with amazing Art : 

And now, as if thou didft thy Labour blame, 

Wilt thou in pieces dafh the curious Frame ? 

O let but God remember how at firft 
He form’d my Limbs, and rais’d me out of Duft. 
How with ftupendous Skill he did convey 
My Flame of Life thro’crooked Tubes of Clay. 
What need he crufh me th$n with mighty Pain, 
When of my felf I turn to Duft again ? 

To him my Parent, I my Being owe, 

The Fountain whence precarious Beings flow. 

He the prolific Principles infus’d, 

From whence the crude Conception was produc’d. 
He form’d me when an Embryo in the Womb, 

And made my Limbs their proper Shape aflume. 
He warm’d the heaving Mafs with Vital Heat, 
Hung in the Breaft my Heart, and bid it beat. 

He of connected Bones a Bullwark made, 

Againft the Ills which every way invade. 

About the Bones he the ftrong Sinews wound, 

And fenc’d the tender Plant of Life around. 


He 
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He taught my breathing Lungs to draw the Air, 
Which might the Vital Flame within repair. 

He made the Veins o’er all the Body ftray, 

Which Purple Life in winding Streams convey. 
He fpun the various threads with Art Divine, 
Wherewith he weav’d my Fldh, and curious Skin. 
He did not only make me Life poflefs, 

But did my Life with fweet Enjoyments blefs. 

I was with Peace, and with abundance cloy’d, 
And long a true Terreftrial Heav’n enjoy’d. 

At firft he kindled, and he ftill maintains 
The Flame of Life which Wanders thro’ my Veins. 
Sure God remembers, how he has been kind, 

And treafuns up thefe Favours in his Mind. 

And on his former Love can he refled, 

And me at laft, tho’ unprovok’d, rejed ? 

If I am Wicked I thy Vengeance bear, 

And if I’m Righteous, ftill thy Frowns I fear. 
Confufion and Defpair my Soul Opprefs, 

Lord, fee my Woe, and pity my Diftrefs. 

My fad Complaints increafe, my Suff’rings grow, 
And every Moment propagates my Woe. 

As W fierce Lyon o’er the grafly Lawn, 

With Hunger urg’d, purfues the flying Fawn; 

So doft thou hunt me down by Night and Day, 

So doft thou feize, and tear the trembling Prey. 
Thou doft my Spirits and my Strength devour, 

And mark me out to Celebrate thy Power. 
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Thou doft thy Judgments and thy Strokes renew, 
And my vext Soul with hotter Wrath purfue. 
Thou ftill revivTt the War, and doft employ 
All Arts and Arms thy Creature to annoy. 

Did I for this amidft the Living come ? 

Didft thou for this releafe me from the Womb ? 
Oh ! that from thence I ne’er had broke away, 
Or had expir’d, when firft I faw the Day ! 

For then had I been carried from the Womb, 

And laid to Sleep within the filent Tomb. 

My Minutes fly, my Days roll on apace, 

And hafty Life will foon compleat its Race. 

Some Comfort therefore, fome ftiort refpite give, 
And fpare a Wretch that foon muft ceafe to Live. 
Some hours of Reft, fome Intervals beftow, 

And for a Moment interrupt my Woe; 

Before I’m carried to the Grave beneath, 

The Land of Darknefs and the Shades of Death : 
A Region undifcover’d to the Light, 

Th’ Imperial Seat of unmolefted Night: 

A Place fecur’d with fuch a gloomy Mound, 

So fenc’d with Walls of folid Darknefs round, 
That not a break of Light, no wand’ring Ray 
E’er came to view it, or explor’d the Way 
To introduce the Foreign Power of Day. 



Then Zopbar did his Speech to Job direct: 
Thou doft Prolix Difcourfes much affed. 


Thy 


A Tarafhrafe on JOB* 

Thy Words abound, and roll in Floods along 
With mighty noife, but are they therefore Strong ? 
Shall thy loud Deluge fober Reafon drown, 

And bear thy Friends, thy kind Inftru&ers down ? 
Shall thy Devices make us hold our Peace ? 

Muft we not anfwer, left we fhould difpleafe ? 
Shalt thou with fuch unfufferable Pride, 

Delpife thy Brethren, and thy God deride, 

And yet, muft no Man undertake to blame 
Thy faulty Conduct, and expofe thy Shame ? 

For thou haft faid, that in th’ Allmighty’s Sight 
Thy Hands are clean, and thy Opinions right. 

Would God would interpole, and undertake 
This Argument for thy Conviction’s fake! 

His All-difcerning Eye would quickly find 
Stains in thy hands; and Errors in thy mind. 

If he would Wifdom’s hidden Stores expofe, 

Its awful Depths and Wonders would difclofe. 
Wonders and Depths of Wifdom yet conceal’d, 
Surpaffing all which he has e’er reveal’d. 

Thou would’ft adore his methods, and declare 
How much above thy reach his Councels are. 
Thou wouldft no more thy rafh expreffions ufe, 
No more th’ Allmighty’s Providence accufe. 

For of thy Sin he has forgiven part, 

Exacting lefs by far than thy defert. 

Why does thy peevilh Folly God Arraign ? 

Why wouldft thou fix on Providence a Stain ? 
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Can humane Reafon fuch wide Arms extend, 

As fhall th’ Allmighty’s Wifdom comprehend? 
Let down thy Understanding, try to found 
And fearch a Deep fo vaft, and fo profound. 
Canft thou the Reafons of his Conduct find, 

And view the fecret Councel of his Mind ? 

It is as Heav’n infuperably Steep, 

Wide as the boundlefs Ocean, and as deep; 
What canft thou do but awful diftance keep ? 

If God from off the Earth a Nation cuts, 

If wretched Captives he in Prifon (huts; 

If he fhall give a harrafs’d Kingdom cafe, 

And from his Chains the fquallid Slave releafe, 
Who can againft him fuch Objections raife, 

As fhall deteCt Injuftice in Kis Ways ? 

Tho’ Man fo little knows, is fo unfit 
In Judgment on his Maker’s Ways to fit; 

Yet God our Folly and our Rafhnefs knows, 
And can our fecret Wickednefs expofe. 

He can difcover all our guilty Thoughts, 

And tho’ we hide them, will reveal our Faults. 
Tho’ thou doft vaunt that thou art free from Sin, 
He may difcern Hypocrify within. 

Nor ftands he unconcern’d, but will chaftife 
The Wickednefs, which he in Man defcrys. 
And yet this vain, this defpicable Wight, 

This foolilh Creature Man, takes great delight 
In being thought divinely Wife, and fit 
Th’ Allmighty’s Deeds to cenfure or acquit: 
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Tho’ as to things Divine, whidi mod advance 
Man’s Happy State, he does in Ignorance, 

In Headinefs and Dullnefs far furpafs 
The ftupid Offsrping of the wildeft Afs„ 

If Penitential Groans prepare thy way. 

And thou {halt humbly to th’ Allmighty pray ; 

If thou his Lands and Treafure doft reftore 
(If thou detaineft any ) to the Poor ; 

If thou the Caufe of Sin wilt not efpoufe, 

But chafe it from thy Heart, and from thy Houfe; 
Thou fhalt to Heav’n thy chearful Face ereft, 

To Heav’n that does the Innocent Protect. 

On ftrong Foundations ftedfaft thou fhalt hand, 
Danger deride, and all thy Fears disband* 

As Summer Floods which o’er the Meadows flow 
With equal Speed back to their Channel go i 
So thy fubfiding Sorrows fhall retreat, 

And thou fhalt all thy Mifery forget. 

Thou fhalt difpel with thy prevailing Light, 

The Shades and gloomy Horrors of the Night. 
Thou fhalt emerge from Woe and deep Defpair, 
Bright as Noon-day, and as the Morning fair. 
Thou fhalt in Peace thy Fields and Herds furvey, 
Secure as well from Beafts, as Men of Prey. 
Surrounding Bulwarks fhall thy Dwelling fence, 
Againft all hoftile Rage and Violence. 

When thou fhalt lay thy weary Limbs to reft, 

No fuddain Dangers fhall thy Sleep moleft. 
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To thee thy Neighbours fhall in Throngs refort 
To fee thy Splendor, and thy Friendfhip Court, 
And from thy Power fhall humbly ask Support. 
But mighty Woes the Wicked fhall Aflail, 

In looking after Help their Eyes fhall fail: 

9 x 

Their Hope fhall vanilh as a blaft of Air; 

How fhall they fcape, tis God denounces War ? 


Chap. XII. 


Then Job reply’d. No doubt but you are Wife, 

And may the barb’rous, fenflefs World defpife. 

You’ve all the Wifdom of Mankind engroft, 

Can more than Humane Underftanding boaft. 

If you fhould dye, the Grave and endlefs Night 
Would overwhelm all Intellectual Light. 

Blind Ignorance would unmolefted reign, 

And Folly Univerfal Empire gain. 

But know, fince you your Friend fo hardly prefs, 

As well as you, fome Reafon I poflefs, 

Nor is its Light more dim, or Vigour lefs. 

Yet you and I in this debate muft own, 

We’ve no great Flights of Wit, or Depths of Wifdom fhown. 
That God is Wife, and ftill does Right decree, 

A11 other Nations grant, as well as we. 

But you perverfly manage the Debate, 

And the true Queftion never juftly State. 

You ought to prove, that fome enormous fault 
Has on my Head this fore Affliction brought. 

You fhould my clofe Hypocrify deteCt, 

Which makes th’ Allmighty my Complaint reject. 
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Inftead of this you with unnatural Pride 
Your fuff’ring Friend infultingly deride. 

Becaufe th’ Allmighty does his Ear incline 
To hear yourPray’r, while he is deaf to mine; 
Becaufe your Days are profp’rous, you defpife 

And mock your Neighbour that in Torment lies. 

% 

Contempt th’ afflicted Righteous Man attends, 
And Scorn, inftead of Pity, from his Friends. 

A Man reduc’d to Mifery and Want, 

Who once could Honour and Abundance vaunt, 
In his fuccefsful, thriving Neighbour’s Sight, 
Tho’ like a Lamp efteem’d when frefh and bright, 
Is fcorn’d, when glimm’ring with expiring Light. 
Yet of the Juft this is the Common Fate, 

While Wicked Men enjoy a profp’rous State. 
Robbers and Spoilers fee their Wealth endure, 
And thofe, who God provoke, live moft fecure. 
With lavifh hand he does his Favours throw, 

And undeferv’d Rewards on thefe beftow. 

Ask of the Beafts, the Beafts will ftrait return, 
That they the fame fad Circumftances mourn. 
They’ll cry, the tawny Tyrants that poflefs 
The lawlefs Empire of the Wildernefs, 
Theftrip’d and fpotted Monfters of the Wood, 
The Bears and Wolves inur’d to Spoil and Blood, 
Thefe fat with Rapine, Peace and Power enjoy, 
Yet perfevere to ravage and deftroy : 
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Mean time the harmlefs Flock and ufeful Herd, 

By the Deftroyer’s Hand are never fpar’d. 

They fall, unhappy Creatures! either way, 

To Men their Friends, or Beafts their Foes a Prey. 

Ask all the Feather’d Nations of the Air, 

They’ll all with one Confed’rate Voice declare, 

* 

That the voracious Vulture and the Kite, 

The Hawk and Eagle that in Blood delight, 

With all the long-wing’d Rovers of the Skies, 
Which Cruize among the Clouds to ken a Prize, 
They’ll fay this rav’ning Race is moft fecure, ^ 
Whilft the meek Dove, and harmlefs Fowls endurej 
A thoufand Mifchiefs from th’ Invader’s Power. 

Then on the Ocean’s oazy Margin ftand, 

And of the finn’d Inhabitants demand 

How ’tis with them; they’ll all, as one, complain 

The fame unequal Fate attends the Main. 

They’ 11 cry the. vaft Leviathan that moves 
The Deep around, and Seas before him Shoves, 
With all the Spoilers, and the murth’ring Race 
Of fcaly Ravagers that vex the Place ; 

In Peace poflefs the Empire of the Flood, 

And undifturb’d, regale themfelves with Blood. 
Unweildy with their Fat, without controul, 

The lazy Tyrants on the Billows roll: 

Pamper’d with Spoil, the wanton Monfters Sleep 
Along the Shore, or Sport within the Deep. 

While their Luxurious Bellies tofupply 
Whole Shoals of inoffenfive Filhes Dy. 
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But whoe’er entertain’d a doubtful Thought 
If God this State of Things ordain’d, or not? 
Who by his Power all Beings did produce, 

And by his Wifdom fix’d their end and ufe: 

He may, his Creatures lives at Pleasure take, 
They are his own, who can Objections make £ 

God’s Soveraign Right of Empire I refpeCt, 

* 

But this Conceflion can’t my Caufe affeflt. 

Can you fome monftroUS Guilt or Error (how, 
Commenfurate to my ftupendous Woe ? 

Have Patience then, with an attentive Ear 
My juft Defence and Allegations hear. 

Ufe a Judicious and Impartial tafte, 

V - 

And you’ll no more unjuft Reproaches caft. 

You’ll fee with what Integrity I a£t, 

And all your Cenfures raihly made, retraCt. 

• i . • i 

Sildad the Caufe between us Would refer 

To antient Fathers, as lefsaptto err. 

* 

Wifdom I grant in Hoary Heads appears, 

And Underftanding is matur’d by Years ; 

Rarely a Beardlefs Oracle we know, 

Judgment by Age does to Perfection grow. 

But when we moft our Arfceftors commend, 

Their greateft Wifdom can’t with God’s contend. 
Antiquity’s Traditions can’t decide 
Againft a Rule Divine, our Certain Guide. 

v ** 

We can’t in any but th’ Eternal Mind, 

. * 

Councel and Knowledge in Perfection find. 
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God is a Mind all Intellectual Light, 

Clear without Mift, without a Blemifh bright. 

From him the Spring thofe ftreams of WifHom flow, 
That feed the thinking, reaf’ning World below. 

The Wife on Earth who mod deferve our Praile, 
Shine but with dim and delegated Rays. 

We (hould with equal Reverence adore 
The Wonders of his Wifdom and his Power. 

He levels with the Duft the proudeft ToWii, 
O’erthrows her Forts, and breaks her Bullwarks down. 
Her gilded Palaces he overturns, 

And her high Towers amidft the Rubbifli fpumS. 

Her Rooms of State, and Rodfs of Cedar meet, 
Huddled in Ruin in th’ embarraft Street. 

Tho* all bewail her miferable Fall, 

None dares attempt to build again her Wall. 

If wretched Slaves in Prifon he reftrains, 

Who (hall releafe them from their ponderous Chains ? 
He tyes the Clouds the Bottles of the Skies, 

And to the Earth his Heav’nly Dew denies. 

Then cleaving Drought the Sunburnt Mountains chap, 
And for the Rain the thirfty Meadows gape. 

Anon the Rivers fwell at his Command, 

O’erflow their Banks, and kindly drown the Land. 
Wifdom and Strength are his, *tis he imparts 
To all the Crafty their fuccefsful Arts. 

He (hows them how to lay a wife Defign, 

How to Attack, and how to Countermine, 
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Mean time their Neighbours he of Senfe bereaves, 
Whom he a Prey to the Deceiver leaves* 

He puzzles famous Sages in Debate, 

And leads in Triumph Councellots of State* 

From learned Judges Wifdom he withdraws, . 
And they are left, as Fools without Applaufe. 

He haughty Monarchs Bonds and tort’ring Racks, 
And all their Engines of Deftru&ion breaks. 

He Rifles all their Stores of Death and Pain, 

And binds the Tyrant with the Captive’s Chain. 
He overturns the Mighty in their Pride, 

i 

And makes Men, thofe they dreaded once, deride. 
Warriours with fpreading Laurels often crown’d, 
Part of th’ Almighty’s Triumph fhall be found, 
Drag’d at his Chariot Wheels a Captive Throng 
Of Monarch’s choak’d with Duft fhall pant along. 

Tyrants defpoil’d fhall rave at their defeat, 

And mixt with vulgar Slaves fhall Curfe and Sweat: 

Princes in Chains fhall in his Train appear, 

And weary Kings come lagging in the Rear. 

He takes their llnderftanding from the Wife, 

And makes their Friends their Oracles defpife* 

He pours Contempt on Princes of the Land, 

And wrefts their awful Scepter from their Hand. 

He finks the mighty Warriour’s Martial Fame, 

And covers his once glorious Head with Shame. 

Th’ Almighty’s bright all-penetrating Eye, 

Does Councels deep and dark as Hell defcry: 

» t 

He fees their fecret Works, and Countermines 
Myfterious Statefmen’s moft profound Defigns. 

H a 


Plots 
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Plots wrap’d in Clouds, and Death like Shades of Night, 
To him lye all expos’d, as Noon-day Light. 


He gives a City wide Imperial Sway, 

And does her Yoke on vanquifh’d Nations lay. 

She on the Necks of Captive Princes treads, 

When he her Armys forth to Conqueft leads; 

She does with unexhaufted Wealth abound, 

And as a Miftrefs awes the World around. 

Then on a fuddain he corre&s her Pride, 

And to her Banks drives back her ebbing Tyde. 

He breaks her Yoke, and refcues from her hand 
The Realms he fubjeft made to her Command. 

He thro* her Streets does Defolation fpread, 

And caffs down from the Clouds hertow’ring Head. 
Great Chiefs, when he rebukes them, Cowards grow, 
And all the marks of Conftemation fhow; 

His Terrors pierce their Breafts, like poifon’d Darts, 
Enfeeble and difmay the proudeft Hearts. 

For Hills and Mountains they’ll forfake their Home, 
And thro’ the tracklefs Woods defpairing Roam r 
They’ll feek the lonefom, falvage Wildernefs, 
There to conceal their vagabond Diftrefs. 

They and the Beafts each other fhall affright, 

At diftance gaze, then fly each other’s fight. 

They ne’er fhall fee a Beam of dawning Hope, 

But for their way involv’d in Darknefs grope. 

With Wrath Divine intoxicated they, 

Like Drunken Men, fhall Reel and lofe their way. 


Since 




Since you are pleas’d oft to enumerate 
God’s Wife and mighty Works in this debate^ 

I the fame Method have obferv’d, to fliew 
That I his Wonders know, no lefs than you. 

I do not then your long Difcourfes want, 

To prove thofe Truths Divine, I freely grant. 

I to th’ Almighty my Defence would make, 

i 

And not to you, w|io ftill my Cafe miftake. 

He does my Heart, and pure Intention know, 

And would fome Mercy, fome Compafiion (how, ^ 
Which my relentlefs Friends will never do. 
Perverfly in the Wrong you perfevere. 

And to erroneous Doctrines ftill adhere. 

You ftill your Thoughts with Confidence exprefs, 
That mighty Sufferings mighty Guilt confefs. 

That great Afflictions and uncommon Woe, 

Are marks the Wicked from the Juft to know. 

But you unskilful vain Phyfitians are, 

Who know not how your Med’cine to prepare. 

If the Difeafe by Chance be underftood, 

Ill Drugs you give, or mifapply the Good. 

Your Silence would your Wifdom beft have fhown, 
That ftill had kept your Ignorance unknown. 


Chap. XIII. 


Will you for God fophiftically plead ? 
Does he deceitful ways of arguing need ? 
Will you pretend to manage his Defence, 
By falfe ConftruCtions of his Providence ? 


Will 
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Will he in this your forward Zeal applaud ? 

And with Rewards approve your pious Fraud ? 

Will you thePerfon Try, and not the Caufe, 

And like corrupted Judges wreft the Laws ? 

Will you believe your Arguments are ftrong, 

Becaufe you hang upon a Caufe fo long ? 

« 

Will your contentious Wrangling never end ? 

Will peevifh Cavils at your injur’d Friend, 

You to th’ Almighty’s Favour recommend ? 

Would it your Honour or your Peace promote, 

If God your Speeches try’d, who knows your Thought ? 
Why will you Mock your Maker ? can’t his Eye 
Your Pride and want of Charity defcry, 

Tho’ cover’d with affeCted Piety ? 

If you will Right pervert and Judgment wreft, 

< 

Tho’ this your Guilt lies hid within your Breaft, 

God will expofe your Crime, and in the end 

• ■ 

His vengeful Blow (hall on your Heads defcend. 

His high Perfections fhould in you have bred, 

A facred Awe and Reverential Dread: 

Should not his Power, and Truth that cannot err, 

From rafh Determinations you deter ? 

# 

I all your Councels vain and fruitlefs find, 

LikeDuft, that flies before the driving Wind. 

Your high Difcourfes weak and tott’ring ftand, 

Like heaps of Clay, or uncemented Sand. 

4 

Hold then your Peace, and let your Friend alone 
To eafe his Grief, and freely make his moan. 
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I will my Bofom of its Burden free 
By fad Complaints, whate’er the Iflue be. 

Will God pronounce my Failing mortal Sin, 
When he difcems an upright Heart within ? 

For Liberty of Speedi fo much I long, 

To vent my Woe, my Paflion is fo ftrong; 

That if deny’d, I muft in deep Defpair, 

Delpife my Life, my Flefh in pieces tear. 

Tho’ God yet hotter Anger fhould exprefs, 

And with redoubled ftrokes my Pains increale; 
Tho’ he advances with his glitt’ring Dart, 

And o’er me ftands to ftrike me to the Heart | 

I on his Truth and Juftice would rely, 

And with ftrong Faith would to his Mercy fly. 
Th’ Almighty knows my Virtue is fincere, 

I’m not flagitious, tho’ I often err. 

The Faithful God the Faithful will protect, 
Scourge them he may, but can’t the Juft rejeft. 
I’ll undertake with humble Confidence, 

Before his Bar to manage my Defence. 

Whatever Blots my Convention ftain, 

I ftill can my Integrity maintain. 

I’m fure the God whole Mercy I implore, 

My Peace and Comforts will at laft reftdre : 

By Methods and by Ways which pleafe him beft, 
My Burden he’ll remove, and give me reft. 

My Declaration with Attention hear, 

My Words (hall make my Righteoufnefs appear. 
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The Method I have fix’d for my Defence, 

I do not doubt will clear my Innocence. 

Who’ll with me plead ? Oh! that it was my Fate 
That God would pleafe to manage tills debate. 

For if in fuch a ftrait I fhould not fpeak, 

My Heart diftended with my Grief would break. 
My Friends Reproaches, and th’ Almighty’s Hand 
Which lies fo heavy, my Complaints demand. 

Let but th’Almighty grant my double Pray’r, 

And I’ll with Courage ftartd before his Bar : 

Let him withdraw his Hand, my Pains fufpend, 
And give me eafe my Tryal to attend; 

In Power and Glory let him not appear, 

But my Defence with gracious Meeknefs hear; 
Then let th’ Almighty me arraign at large, 

And I’ll defend my felf againft the Charge. 

Or I will argue, and let him declare 
The reafon why his Hand is thus fevere. 

I’m not fo vain and wicked to pretend, 

That I th’ Almighty’s Laws did ne’er offend; 

But that my Crimes are of fo deep a dy, 

As you my Friends fuggefh, I muft deny. 

Detect thefe Crimes that are to me unknown, 

And I’ll the Guilt with Shame and Sorrow own. 

5 ‘ l 

A 

Why in Difpleafure doft thou fhun my Sight, 
And of thy gracious Eyes withdraw the Light ? 
Why hangs this Cloud upon thy frowning Brow ? 
Why treateft thou thy Servant, as thy Foe ? 
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Wilt thou to crufli me ileedlefs Power engage^ 
Lavifh of Vengeance, and profufe of Rage? 
Wilt thou thy keen Immortal Arms employ, 

A poor and helplefs Mortal to deftroy ? 

Wilt thou involv’d in rolling Clouds defcend, 
And arm’d with Thunder with a Worm contend 
Should Storms arife a faplefs Leaf to tear 
The fport of every Wind and blaft of Air ? 

Muft Tempefts rage, and pointed Lightning fly^ 
And dreadful War infeft the troubled Sky, 

Only to chafe the empty Straw away,* 

To every Spark of Fire an eafie Prey ? 

Me, as a Malefactor God indiCts, 

And terrible Decrees againft me writes. 

Stern Juftice gripes me in her rigid Arms, 

And youthful Guilt afrelh my Soul alarms. 

Thou doft my fetter’d Limbs in Prifon lay, 

And then with Care doft all my Paths furvey ; 
Doft clofely at my very Heels purfue, 

And with a fearching Eye my Footfteps view. 
To mark fome great Tranfgrefiion of thy Laws, 
And for my Condemnation find a Caufe : 

Then Putrefaction executes the Doom, 

And does my Flefh, as Moths a Veft, confume. 

Unhappy Man as foon as Born decays, 

\ _ 

He numbers few, and thofe uneafy Days. 

As in a verdant Mead a blowing Flower, 

The luddain Offspring of a Summer Shower, 
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Unfolds its Beauty to the Morning Ray, 

But is e’er Evening Cut, or fades away: 

So Man a while difplays his gawdy Bloom, 

But Death her crooked Scyth does foon aflume, 
Motos down, and bears her Harveft to the Tomb. 
He, as a Shadow, or a Shape of Air, 

Does fuddainly diffolve and difappear. 

The Flame of Life does, as a Lambent Eire, 

Or Evening Meteor Shine, and ftrait expire. 

And wilt thou Man regard, and condefeend 

ft 

With fuch a Wretch in Judgment to contend ? 

I am deriv’d from Man s infected Race, 

A piece extracted from the tainted Male. 

Man propagates th’ Hereditary Crime, 

Nor does the Stain wear out by length of time. 
From a bafe Stock can Noble Branches grow. 

Or Cryftal Streams from muddy Fountains flow ? 

I therefore can’t a faultlefs Life proteft, 

I own Offences common to the beft; 

Unclean I am, but not above the Reft. 

This is the thing I humbly would demand, 

Why I am Angled out, and made to Hand 
The chiefeft Mark of God’s avenging hand. 

Since thou doft know Man’s Days, and canft relate 
Their number written in the Rolls of Fate, 

And haft determin’d Lifes laborious Race, 

And fet the Bounds o’er which it cannot pafs; 

Since his few fleeting Hours are quickly (pent, 

And painful Life is its own Punifhment; 
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Let this fuffice, and do not on him throw 
A crufhing weight of fuperadded Woe. 

Grant him the Reft his Torments make him ask; 
And let him finifh Life’s appointed Task. 

For if a Swain with mercenary toil 
Cuts down a Tree, and draws away the Spoil ; 
Still there is hope that Tree again may Iprout, 
And from its Stock thruft tender-Branches out. 

For tho’ the Root defrauded of Supply, 

Appears to. Wither in the Ground, and Dy; 

Yet when it feels.|he 
It will again with youthful Vigour bud. 

But when a dying Man refigns his Breath, 

He ne’er returns from the dark Shades of Death. 
The Sea may fuffer by deferting Waves 
That fteal thro’ fecret fubterranean Caves, 

Or by the lighter Steams which fly away, 

# 

Drawn by the Sun’s attenuating Ray ; 

But Heav’n and Earth in Rivers and in Rain 
Reftore their Spoils, and reimburfe the Main. 

A flowing River, or a ftanding Lake, 

May their dry Banks and naked Shores forfake; 
Their Waters may exhale,. and upwards move, 
Their Channel leave to roll in Clouds above; 

But the returning Winter will reftore, 

What in the Summer they had loft before : 

The Snow and Rain, and Torrents, will repay 
What the warm Sun ftole with his plund’ring Ray, 
And by his Summer Inroads bore away, 

I a 


frern prolific Flood, 
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But 
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But if, O Man, thy vital Streams defert 
Their Purple Channels, and defraud the Heart, 
With frefh Recruits they ne’er will be fupply’d, 

Nor feel their leaping Life’s returning Tyde. 

When once the breathlefs Man has clos’d his Eyes, 
And in the filent Grave extended lies; 

In Death’s clofe Prifon he fhall ftill remain, 

He ne’er fhall break from the rough Tyrant’s Chain. 
When the laft ftroke of Fate is once receiv’d, 

This mortal Life can never be retriev’d. 

Would God would hide me in fome hollow Cave, 
Some place as fafe, and filent, as the Grave ; 

Till thefe black Storms of Wrath which overcaft, 
The low’ring Heav’n’s around my Head are paft. 

As he has done to Life, fo let him fet 
Bounds to my Grief, and not thofe Bounds forget. 
Since none who enter once the darkfome Tomb, 
This mortal Life can afterwards refume; 

’Tis beft for me with patient Hope to wait, 

Till God is pleas’d to change this mournful State. 
Till he is pleas’d his Bleffings to reftore, 

Thofe fweet Enjoyments I poflefs’d before. 

Then fhall he call, and with a gracious Ear 
He’ll my Defence and Supplications hear. 

Then to his Creature he will Kindnefs (how, 
Revive my Comforts, and remove my Woe. 

But oh! how different is my prefent Fate; 

For now th’ Allmighty loves to lye in wait 
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To take me halting, what a watchful Eye 

': . 

Does he employ my Errors to defcry ? 

This fearch he makes, as if he Pleafure took, 

To find frefh Reafons to repeat his Stroke. 

He in a ftrong and fecret place has ftor’d 
My Sins; as wealthy Men their Treafures hoard. 
He Seals up my Tranfgrefiions, not a fault 
Is e’er left out, not an ill Word or Thought; 

Nor is th’ impending Punilhmertt forgot. 

As a high Hill with ftormy Weather worn, 
With inbred Tempefts, or with Thunder torn, 
Does with its Ruins all the Vally fpread, 

But can no more ere£t his lofty Head : 
Moulder’d to Duft, it hopes no more to break 
The Clouds long Order with its fnowy Peak. 

As a vaft Rock by Earthquakes once remov’d, 
And from its Bafe amidft the Ocean Ihov’d ; 

It’s Ihatter’d Pillars never after reers, 

Nor thrufts his tow’ring Top amidft the Stars. 
As Stones which ever-flowing Waters wear, 
When once diflolv’d, their Ruins ne’er repair. 
As fweeping Inundations oft convey 
Towns, Herds, and Forrefts floating to the Sea, 
Whence to return they never find a way. 

So when thy fatal Darts a Man deftroy, 

The World’s Delights he fhall no more enjoyr 
He never from the Sepulcher fhall rife, 

No more revive to fee the lightfome Skies. 

He leaves his Honour and his Wealth behind, 
And quite another Face of things will find. 
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He’s unconcern’d at what’s tranfaifte^ere ; 

For if his Sons fhine in a noble Sphere, 

He’ll not rejoy ce, nor will he e’er complain 
If they are crufh’d, and drag the Pris’ners Chain, 
Hard Fate of Man, who either, if he dies 4 

i 

Hopelels of e’er reviving, mould’ring lies; 

Or if he lives, muft ftill expert to find 
Pain in his Flefh, and Anguifh in his Mind. 


Chap. XV. 


Then Elipbaz , 

Should a Wife Man, and ftich thou wouldft appear, 
Make us fuch fruitlefs, frothy Language hear ? 
Much lefs with Tempefts fhould we be addreft, 
Words fierce and ftormy, as the Wind at Eaft. 

Of Idle Words why this Eternal Flood? 

Can thefe vain Speeches e’er promote thy Good ? 
True Piety, which fhould thy Mind adorn, 

Thou haft expos’d to univerfal fcorn. 

All Reverence to pure Religion due, 

Will foon be loft, if thy Aflertion’s true. 

If God’s affilifting Strokes Mankind invade, 
Without diftinguifhing the Good and Bad, 

Who at his Throne will Adoration pay ? 

Who will to Heav’n their Songs of Praife convey ? 

Thy Irreligious Maxims will reftrain 

All future Pray’r, for Pray’r will be in vain. 

Thy bold irreverent Speeches have expreft 
Th’ Impiety which has thy Mind pofleft. 


The 
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The Poifon which thy Lips difcharge, is part 

. * * 

Of the malignant Treafure in thy Heart. 

Yet thou, unwary Judges to efcape, 

\ ‘ * 

Beneath Divine Religion’s lovely fhape, 

Haft all thy black Hypocrify conceal’d, 

Which thy uncautious Tongue has now reveal’d. 
Thou by thy own Defence art clearly caft, 

And thy own Mouth has Sentence on thee paft. 

Art thou the Man that God did firft Create ? 

And has thy Birth with Time an equal date ? 

What didft thou live before th’ imprifon d Light, 

At God’s Command fprang from the Womb of Night? 
Before afpiring Hills the Plains furvey’d, 

i ' 

Or verdant Meads their flowry Laps difplay’d; 
Before the Rocks their Craggy Ridges reer’d, 

Or bounding Billows in the Deep appear’d; 

That by unnumber’d Obfervations made, 

Thou haft a perfect Scheme of Knowledge laid ? 
Doft thou the long, uninterrupted Chain 
Of Caufes and Effects fo well retain, 

That thou canft reafon right, and clearly fee 
From what is paft, what (hall hereafter be ? 

Have thy Enquiries and Experience, run 
Thro’ all the years roll’d up, fince Time begun, 
That thou art full of Science, richer far 
In wife Remarks, than we thy Brethren are ? 

Doft thou with God in fecret Council fit ? 

To his Debates does he wife Job admit ? 
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Does Wifdom with her Fav’rite Job abide, 

Defpifing all the foolifh Race befide ? 

On what new Worlds of Light haft thou been thrown? 
What Mines of Knowledge found, to us unknown ? 


If years, of Wifdom were a certain figri, 

Our years are not inferiour found to thine. 

With us is feen th’ experienc’d, hoary Head, 

Who does in Age thy Father far exceed. 

Why as a worthlefs thing doft thou regard 
The Joy, the Comfort, and the bleft Reward 
Which we have offer’d thee with Heav’n’s affent, 

If of thy wicked Deeds thou fhalt Repent ? 

Haft thou (we ask thee) fome peculiar ground, 

Some fecret way of Confolation found ? 

Should’ft thou to fuch Difcov’rys make pretence, 
Thou wouldft expofe thy wondrous Impudence: 
And yet without uncommon grounds of Hope, 
Nothing but ftubborn Pride can underprop 
Thy Confidence, and our Propofals ftop. 

Wilt thou dishonour with unworthy Speech 
Thy Maker, and his Providence impeach ? 

What does this Conduct mean ? with what intent 
Againft thy God are thy Reproaches lent ? 

What is the mark at which thou takeft aim, 

When thou doft boldly War with Heav’n proclaim ? 
From fuch a War what benefit can flow ? 

What canft thou gain by Force from fuch a Foe ? 

Ah! what is wretched Man, that he fhould feem 
All pure, and guiltlefs in his own efteem ? 



Bleft 
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Bled Seraphs can’t his piercing Eye endure; 

i 

Before him bright Arch-Angels are impure. 

Thofe Heav’nly Orders who were clean efteem’d, 
And all refin’d and fpotlefs Glory feem’d, 

When they appear within th’ Almighty’s fight, 
O’ervvhelm’d with fplendor, and all-fearching Light, 
They blufhto lee their fecret Stains reveal’d, 

And Specks and Flaws which lay before conceal’d. 
Then what an odious, loathfome, monftrous Thing 
Muft Man appear before th’ Eternal King ? 

Who by impure Traduction is unclean, 

And does to Vice with a ftrongByafs lean. 

Who with vaft Draughts of Sin himfelf extends, 
And with Hydropic Third for more contends. 

, X 

To my Difcourfe attentively advert, 

I’ll only what my Eyes have leen aflert : 

That is, that wicked Men, and thole alone 
Beneath fuch great, uncommon Suff’rings groan. 
Wife Men this Obfervation made of Old, 

Their Eathers them, and they their Children told. 
Thus has Tradition down from Ages pad 
Convey’d this Truth, which is by us embrac’t. 

Job has affirm’d, that God the Earth bedows 
On the vile Race of his invet’rate Foes: 

But to our Fathers Judgment have refpeft, 

And they this groundlefs Error will detedh 
Wealth and Dominion was on them confer’d, 

Their Piety and Virtue to reward. 

K 


They 



They did in Peace command the Towns around. 
And undifturb’d with Inroads, till’d the ground. 
No arm’d Chaldeans did their Herds invade. 

Or to a Land remote their Wealth convey’d. 
While they obey’d his Laws, th’ Almighty’s Hand 
Was ftill extended to protect their Land. 

To Leagues of Peace their Neighbours did agree, 


And to maintain them, God was Guarantee. 


On th’ other hand, ’tis by experience plain. 
That wicked Men consume their Days in pain. 
Th’ Oppreftor ftill is grip’d with inward Fears, 
Nor fhall compleat the number of his years. 
When no invading Foe appears in Arms, 

His fecret Guilt the trembling Wretch alarms. 

He in his profp’rous State is unfecure, : , 

— *. 

Nor can his guilty Triumphs long endure. 
When in his Sphere he fhines ferenely brigjht, - 
And not a Cloud difturbs his beamiog Light, 
Then fhall a Tempeft of Affliction rife,' 

And with a fuddain Darknefs fpread the Skies.. 

Neighbours to Rapine bred (hall from afar. 

As late on thee, advance deftruCtive War- 
The bloody Spoilers (hall his Servants flay. 
Ravage his Lands, and make his Herds a Prey. 
f^kejob in trouble, they’ll defpairing. iy, 

And Confolation from their Friends deny. 

They can’t believe tjiefe Clouds will -difappear, 
Great Ills they fuffer, and they greater fear. 
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Defpair attended with her ghaftly Train 
Anguifh, Confufion, Sorrow, howling Pain 
Shall at her hideous Army’s Head advance, 

And fhake againft his Breaft her bloody Lance. 

She’ll draw her Troops of Terrors in array, 

Mufter her Griefs, and horrid War difplay. 

As Kings for Fight their Warlike Ranks difpofe, 

So fhall lhe range her thick, embattled Woes. 

The Vidor thus the Wicked (hall aflail, 

And o’er .the proud Oppreffor’s Hopes prevail. 

This is his End, for that with Hellilh Rage, 

Th’ audacious Wretch would againft Heav’n engage* 
Againft th’ Almighty’s Hoft he takes the Field, 

And runs upon his Spear and dreadful Shield. 

He does defiance of his God exprefs, 

Deride his fiery Darts, and on his Thunder prefs. 
Pamper’d with Spoil of ruin’d Neighbours round, 
Sleek with his Fat, and with Dominion crown’d ; 
Luxurious, Haughty, and Prefumptuous grown, 

He fpurns at Heav’n, and mocks th’ Almighty’s Throne. 
His Cruelty has laid his Country waft, 

And Cities full of Men and Wealth defac’d. 

Thofe who furvive in fecret Corners weep, 

Or thro’ the graflfy Streets defponding creep. 

The empty Dwellings mofify Heaps appear, 

And all the Signs of fuddain Ruin wear. 

But God will foon defpoil him of his Power, 

Nor fhall his Wealth and Greatnefs long endure* 

# 

Black. Seas of ftagnant Darknefs round him fpread, 

And Night Eternal fhall involve his Head. 

K a 
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Th’ Almighty’s Lightnings (hall deftroy his Fruit, 
Blaft his green Leaves, and kill his fpreading Root. 
His angry Breath (hall as a Tempeft tare 
His Branches off, and drive them thro’ the Air. 

Let therefore none on Power and Wealth depend J 
Thefe from approaching Evils can’t defend, r 
Their Promifes are vain, and vanity their end. J 
Whoe’er in thefe deceitful Friends confide, 
Untimely Ruin (hall correct their Pride. 

Suddain Deftrudtion (hall their Heads invade, 

And all their Fruit and verdant Pomp (hall fade. 

As when a rough Eaft Wind, or Storm of Hail 
The fruitful Olive, or the Vine affail, 

Their .dowry Pride the Olive Branches fhed, 

And unripe Grapes (hook off, the Vineyard lpredi 
So (hall th’ Oppreffors gawdy Pomp decay, 

So his fair Limbs and Beauty fade away. 

His Sons and Friends (hall meet as fad a Doom, 
And vengeful Fire their Dwellings (hall confume. 
His lab’ring Brain dire Mifchief does contrive, 

And black Deceit his teeming Heart conceive. 

But he (hall bring his own Deftrudfion forth, 

As Vipers dye to give their Offspring Birth. 


Chap.xvi. Then Job reply’d, Oft has my fuffring Ear, 

Such vain Difcourfes been compell’d to hear. 
You, cruel Comforters! enrage my Woe, 

You neither Skill, nor yet Companion fhow. 


With 
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With tedious Repetitions you abound^ 

Keep your old Track, and argue in a Round. 

But will your empty Speeches never end, 

Difarm’d and vanquifh’d, will you ftill contend ? 
What has embolden’d thee, O Eliphaz , 

Still to reply, tho’ never to my Cafe ? 

Were my Afflictions yours, with how much eafe 
Could I fuch Language find, fuch Words as thefe ? 
Uncharitably Pious I could grow, 

Like pointed Arrows fharp Reproaches throw, 
And with as good a Grace deride your Woe. 

But my Compaffion would my Lips reftrain 
From galling Words, that might increafe your Pain. 
I to fupport you would extend my Arms, 

And footh your Anguifh with the fofteft Charms. 
My tender Accents fhould your Fate condole, 

And balmy Language eafe your tortur’d Soul. 
Why fhould not you with equal Zeal engage 
Your utmoft Skill, my Anguifh to affwage ? 

How fad a Fate is mine, if I complain 
To God or Man, I make my Moan in vain. 

If by forbearing I expeCt Relief, 

And flop the ftream of my complaining Grief, 

Its Flood increafes when forbid to flow, 

And the rough Waves more formidable grow. 

In higher Seas collected Sorrows roll, 

And whelm their Deluge o’er my finking Soul. 
Oppreft beneath the pond’rous load I lye, 

Weary of living, yet deny’d to dye. 
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My Sons, my Servants, and my Subftance gone, 

I am deferted, defolate, undone. 

Tho’ you produce my Sores and wrinkled Skin 
As Witneffes of fome enormous Sin, 

Yet they can only teftify the weight 
Of thofe vaft Woes, which my Complaints create. 

God, as a fierce, relentlefs Foe appears, 

And in his Fury me in pieces tears. 

He grinds his raging Teeth, and from his Eyes 
A Flame againft me keen, as Lightning flies. 

My Friends elated with prodigious Pride, 

Stand gaping on me, and my Grief deride. 

From diftant parts they come, not to aflwage 
My Anguifh, but my Sufferings to enrage. 

God has expos’d me likewile to the Bands 
Of fierce invaders from the neighb’ring Lands, 

And giv’n me up a Prey to impious hands. 

My Dwelling flourifh’d, and I liv’d at eafe, 

With Plenty bleft, and the foft Joys of Peace; 

When God denounc’d his unexpected War, 

And with his Darts did me afunder tare. 

r 

Me in his griping Arms th’ Almighty took, 

And with fuch mighty force my body Ihook, 

That all my Members were in pieces broke. 

He fets me as a mark on riling ground, 

And his fierce Archers compafs me around. 

In Showers of finging Death their Arrows fly, 

And in my tortur’d Entrails buried ly. 

» . 

a 

My 
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My Gall, To deep, fo mortal is the Wound, 

As well as Blood, flows out and flams the Ground. 
Black throngs of Woes invade my frighted Soul, 

As crowding Billows on each other roll. 

% 

Th’ A lmighty runs upon me in his rage, 

As a fierce Gy ant eager to engage. 

Sackcloth I wear, of Ornaments defpoil’d, 

And in the Dull: my Glory lies defil’d. 

My Cheeks with Everlafting Weeping fade, 

And on my Eye-lids hangs a difmal fhade. 

Yet no Injuftice does in Job appear, 

As you my Friends unkindly would infer, 

Pure is my Prayer, my Heart within lincere. : 

* i 

If e’er a Man by my flagitious hand 

Vext and Oppreft, has perifh’d from the Land, 

Let not thy Womb, O Earth, his Blood conceal, 

But to the Light my black Offence reveal; 

That publique Shame and Pains may be my Fate, 

Which on the heinous Malefactor wait. 

Let God and Man their Bowels fliut, when I 

In deadly Torment for Compaffion cry. 

Confidence alone, my awful Judge within, . 

Does not acquit me of enormous Sin, 

But God and all his facred Angels, bear 

Witnefs to this, and will my Juftice clear. 

From you my Friends, who myDiftrefs deride, 

I turn to Heav’n, let Heav n my Caufe decide, 

# 

If God his juft Tribunal would afirend, 

To hear how you accufe, and I defend ; 
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If he, afe Arbitrator, would prefide, 

And weigh the Reaforis urg’d on either fide; 

From your Indictment he would me releafe, 

And I, my Virtue clear’d, fhould dye in Peace. 
And, O, that God would foon my Tryal hear, 
And Judgment give before I difappear. 

For when a few more fleeting days are paft, 

I in the Arms of Death lhall lye embrac t; 

i 1 f 

Ch. xvii. Corruption my confuming Flefh devours, 

And Time has almoft paid my number’d hours. 
The opening Grave invites me to her Womb, 

And in the Duft prepares to give me Room. 

But clear, before I dye, juft God, my Fame, 

» And cover my perfidious Friends with Shame: 

For do not pious Scoffers here abide, 

Who mock for God, and all my Groans deride ? 
Their fharp Reproaches vex my Soul by Day, 
And chafe by Night my wifti’d-for Sleep away; 
Would God on high would fuffer me to ftate 
My Cafe aright, and hear the whole Debate. 

For thefe my Friends againft th’ Aflaults of Senfe 
Have rais’d a ftrong impenetrable Fence. 

Such Gates of Darknels ne’er to be unbarr’d, 

Such Forts of gloomy Shades the Pafles guard, 
That Reafon’s ftrongeft Forces they repel, 
Entrench’d in Errors inaccefiible. 

But fure the Righteous God will ne’er permit, 
That Men fo blinded fliould to Judge me fit, 


Thofe, 
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Thofe, who to flatter Heav’n their Neighbour wrong, 
Shall not their Power and profp’rous days prolong. 
DeftruCtive Suff’rings fliall their Sons aflail, 

Whofe Eyes in looking after Aid fliall fail. 

I was the People’s Darling arid Delight 
In former times; for when I came in fight, 

Thro’ crowded Streets loud Acclamations rung, J 
They to the Tabret my loud Praifes fung; 

f. 

And on my Chariot Wheels tranfported hung. 

A waving Sea of Heads was round me fpred, 

And ftill frefh Streams the gazing Deluge fed. 

As I advanc’d, the eager, wond’ring Throng 
Their Eye-balls ftrain’d, to fee me pafs along; 

They feafted on me with their greedy Eyes, 

And with Applaufes fill’d th’ ecchoing Skies. 

« 

0 

Now, for as fad an ObjeCt I am fliown; 

My wondrous Troubles are Proverbial grown. 

« 

The Men who curfe their Foes with deadly Ipite, 
Wifh Job’s Affliction on their heads may light. 

My Neighbours cry, when they my Suff’rings fee, 

Is Job thus chang’d ? Good Heav’n’s! it cannot be. 
My Eyes with Sorrow funk within my Head, 

Of Light defrauded, feem already dead. 

So much my Flefh and Vigour I have loft, 

I feem an empty Shade, or groaning Ghoft 
But the Good Man will pity, not arraign 
Afflicted Job , to aggravate his Pain, 
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He will revere this Providential Turn, 

Not judge my Perfon, but my Sufferings mourn. 
Tho’ he with wonder (hall ohferve the Juft, 

Are by th’ Almighty trodden in the Duff, 

Yet he with facred Indignation preft, 

Shall fflun the Wicked, and his way deteft. 

He for afflicted Virtue lhall declare^ 

And Innocence to profp’rous Sin prefer. 

He fhall the Heav’nly Path of Juftice keep, 
However rough, embaraft, dark and fteep. 

Let him by bloody Out-laws be oppreft, 

And Robbers, who the Way to Heav’n infefl:; 
Let Perfecution s blackeft Storm arife, 

And with a difmal Night deform the Skies; 

Let ftern Affliction mufter in the Air 
Her fierceft Troops, to drive him to defpair ; 
Let bitter Tongues their fharp Reproaches fpend, 
And impious Scoffers galling Arrows fend ; 

The God-like Traveler (hall his Path purfue, 
Whofe very Sufferings fhall his Hopes renew. 
He’ll with undaunted Courage make his way; 

Danger his Heart fhall ftrengthen, not difmay. 

♦ 

But you my Friends, to my Difcourfe attend, 
And weigh my Words your Errors to amend. 

For hitherto I can’t among you find, 

One of a clear, judicious, equal Mind. 

You would in vain my Expectations raife, 

(If I Repent) of future profp rous Pays. 


For 
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For my appointed Hours are almoft paft, 

My Hopes and Proje&s Death will quickly blaft; 
The Lamp of Life burns dimly in my Breaft, 

Soon from its beating toil my weary Heart will reft. 
If for a happy Change you lay a Scheme, 

You but amufe me with an empty Dream, j 

Terreftrial Joys are but an idle Theme. 

With my Defigns and anxious Thoughts I part, 
Farewel ye Cares, that once poffeft my Heart. 

I to my Sorrows only can attend, 

In groans the Day, in groans the Night I fpend, 

If Grief and Woe denominate the Night, 

I ne’er enjoy the Day, or fee the Light. 

The gloomy Terrors that my Soul furround, 

Efface its marks, and Day with Night confound. 

/ 

Alafs ’tis madnefs to expert that Reft 
And Reftoration, which my Friends fuggeft; 

For by a fixt, irrevocable Doom, • 

My Grave’s prepar’d, my everlafting Home: 
Where friendly Death has laid my eafy Bed, 

With Duft beneath, around with Darknefs fpread. 

I to the Grave have faid, O Parent Grave, 

Me of thy Duft, a wretched Offspring fave. 

To take me in, thy gloomy Arms extend, } 

Thou art my Father, O be now my Friend ; ) 

And me f rom hoftile Life and Light defend. J 
I to the Worm have faid, my Brother Worm, 

From whom I differ but in Shape and Form y 

L a 
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Submitted to thy Power, I Toon rauft lay 
This loathfome Heap of putrifying Clay. 

Where’s then the Hope which you pretend to give, 
That I may yet in Peace and Pleafure live, 

If I Repent, to fee it you muft go 

Down to the Grave, and the Cold Shades below. 

There you may fee how all my Hopes and I, 

In the fame Grave together buried lye. 
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Ch. XVIII. Then Bildad thus: 

When wilt thou finifh thy prolix Difcourfe, 
Sounding indeed enough, but void of Force? 
Confider what fhall be alledg’d, and then 
To thy Objections we’ll reply agen. 

What does thy wondrous Arrogance create ? 

4 

What felf-fufficient Fulnefs thee elate ?„ 

What fecret Stores of Wifdom haft thou found, 
And what new Lights have-thy Enquiries crown’d? 
That we fuch vile and fenflefs Creatures feem, 

And are but ftupid Beafts in thy efteem ? 

Impatience and ungovernable Rage, 

Thy furious Hands againft thy Self engage. 

Thy wild Difcourfes from Diftra&ion flow, 

And not Repentance, but Rebellion fhow. 

What to appeafe thy peevilh Difcontent, 

Shall God new Forms of Government invent ? 

Shall Providence new ways and meafures take, 

And fteddy Nature her old Courfe forfake ? 


Shall 
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Shall Rocks and Mountains from their Pillars leap, 
Sink down, and humble their afpiring Heap ? 
Shall Floods and rapid Rivers Mien grow, 

Bind up their Waters, and refufe to flow ? 

Shall God his Truth and Juftice difregard, 

NegleCl the Righteous, and th’ unjuft reward ? 
Shall he fubvert all Order, with intent 
Thy vain Complaints and Clamours to prevent ? 
O Job , in fpite of thy Objections, take 
This Rule as fure, that God will ever make 
A due diftinCtion of the Good and Bad, 

And (paring thofe, his Wrath (hall thefe invade. 
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The Splendor of the Wicked (hall decay, 

And riling Fogs Ihall choak his glorious Day. 

His brighteft Beams, like Ihort-liv’d Sparks of Fire, 
Or Flafhing Light’ning fhine, and ftrait expire. 
Thick Darknefs equal to the Shades of Hell, 

Shall on his difmal Habitation dvyell. 

Ne’er from without (hall one kind Ray of Light, 

Or chearful Lamp within difpel the Night. 

He in his wifeft fteps (hall unawares, 

Be fetter’d with inextricable Snares; 

He’ll live in Trouble and perplexing Cares. 

By his Projections and his deep Defigns, 

He his own Peace and Safety undermines. 

Into the Net himfelf has fpread he’ll run, 

Wifely deftroy’d, and prudently undone. 

His Feet fhall be entangled in the toil, 

And Ihouting Hunters feize him as their (poil. 
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Let him o’er Plains, or Hills, or Forrefts ftray, 
Inevitable Gins obftruft his way, 

Which (hall entrap this roaming Beaft of Prey. 
Invading Terrors fhall his Soul affright, 

The Wretch fhall fly, but perifli in his Flight. 

His Bones the Pillars of his Fabrick crack, 

His Joynts grow feeble, and his Sinews flack. 

Fierce rav’ning Woes his Flefh and Strength cortfume, 
And Defolation is his heavy Doom. 

Death and Deftrudfion o’er his head impend; 

All his foft Pleafures (hall in Torment end. 

The Pillars which his Confidence did prop, 

Shall let the high prefumptuous Structure drop, 
And in the Ruins bury all his Hope. 

The King of Terrors with his bloody Dart, 

Shall ftrike the pale Oppreflor to the Heart; 

Then at his gloomy Wheels fhall drag the Slave, 

In triumph to his fubterranean Cave. 

Torments, deftrudtive Plagues, and raging Pain, 
Shall horrid Inmates in his Houfe remain. 
Triumphant Woe with hideous Terrors crown’d, 
Anguifh with all her Agonies around, 

Wild Confternation with ere&ed Hair, 

Yellings, Diftrefs, and fallen mute Defpair, 

Th’ Apartments of his Dwelling fhall divide, 

And dire Companions with him fhall refide. 

Becaufe his rich Poflefiions and Abode, 

By Violence were gotten, or by Fraud. 

When falling Floods of Fire, and Sulphur Showers, 
O’erturnd high Sodom s and Gomorrah 1 s Towers, 
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The flaming Inundation from the place, 

Swept off their Dwellings, and the impious Race, 
So (hall the proud Oppreffor be devour’d, 

Such Fire and Brimftone on his Palace pour’d ; 
Which fliall all Marks aud Monuments deftroy, 
Of the vile Wretch, that did the Seat enjoy. 

His Roots grown dry, fhall perifli in the ground, 
His Head and Limbs cut off fliall lye around. 

In after-times he’ll be unknown to Fame, 

Or mention’d only with Reproach and Shame. 
From off the Earth God’s vengeful Darts fliall chafe 
The wicked Man, and all his hateful Race. 

No Offspring in his Dwelling fliall remain, 

His Family and Honour to fuftain. 

Ages to come with Horror fhall relate 
His fuddain Ruin, and his difmal Fate ; 

As that he liv’d in, was amaz’d to fee 
So ftrange a Turn, fuch Woe and Mifery. 

So fliall the Hopes of all the wicked end, 

Such Defolation does their Houfe attend. 


Then Job reply’d : 

How long will you my righteous Caufe perplex? 
How long my Ears with idle Speeches vex ? 
Muff Anfwers void of Senfe and Argument, 

And grave Impertinence my Soul torment ? 

You wound me with your contumelious words, 
And Handers lharper than the keeneft Swords 
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Job in Affliction you refufeto know, 

And a fhy Stranger’s unconcernnefs fhow. 

Grant I have finn’d, yet in my Flefh I bear 
Strokes of vindictive Juftice fo fevere, 

That I with Reafon might from Friends expeCt 
Commiferation, not fuch proud negleCt. 

If you with fuch cenforious Arrogance, 

And haughty words againft me will advance; 

If you will (till fuch black Indictments read, 

If you will ftill my Innocence implead, 

Con fid er coolly my afflicted State; 

Should your imperious fcorn new Grief create, 
And to th’ unequal load add greater weight ? 

I by th’ Almighty’s Arm am overthrown, 

And preft beneath his heavy Vengeance groan. 
Inevitable Snares his hand has fet, 

And drawn around me his deftruCtive Net. 

To Heav’n with fruitlefs Accents I complairi 
Of this hard rheafure, this excefs of Pain, 

And Cry to be redrefs’d, but Cry in vain. 

By Heav’n forfaken, I am left a Prey 
To Woes, that me encompafs every way. 
Inexorably Deaf th’ Almighty ftands, 

RejeCts my Prayer, and minds not my Demands. 
He in my Paths has fuch ObftruCtions laid, 

And fenc’d me in with fuch a clofe Blockade; 

That I muft ever lye without Relief 

* 

In this dark Prifon, this Strong-hold of Grief. 
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No golden thread of Light the way will ffiow, 

And let me thro’ this Labyrinth of Woe. 

Of all my Glory I am ftript, the Crown 
From my difhonour d Head is fallen down; 

I’ve loft my Power, my Children, my Renown*. 

r 

I’m perfectly deftroy’d, I’m loft, undone 
And never to return, my Hope is gone. 

A miferable Object here I lye, 

A Wretch that would not live, and cannot dye. 

His Fury kindles of its own accord, 

And unprovok’d, he waves his glitt’ring Sword; 
Againft me as his Foe, he throws his Dart, 

And yet he knows my Zeal, and upright Heart. 
Black Troops of Suff’rings, Regimented Woes 
In Battle drawn, their fwarming Throngs difclofe; 
On me they come, and marking out the Ground, 
Th’ Infernal Legions lye encamp’d around. 

Brethren and Kindred treat me as unknown, 

Break Nature’s Bonds, and their own Blood difown. 
Familiar Friends,' who kindly me embrac’t, 

Forget me now, and all our Friendlhip paft. 

Thofe of my Houfhold in Rebellion rife, 

Mock me their Lord, and my Commands defpile. 

I to my Servant for Afliftance cry, 

He minds me not, but Scoffing pafles by, 

And lets me helplefs and negle&ed lye. 

My fore Difeafe does from my Prefence fright 
My Wife, and makes her to abhor my fight. 


Tho’ 
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Tho’ I my earneft Supplication make, 

And beg and pray for our dear Childrens fake, 
Thofe tender Pledges of our mutual Lov e, 

Yet no entreaties her Compaflion move. 

She will hot ftay to help me in diftrefs, 

And by condoling words her Love exprefs. 
Difdainful Youth and Children me defpife, 

Tho’ to falute them, from my Seat I rife. 

My bofom Friends, whom chiefly I before 
Efteem’d and lov’d, now chiefly me abhor. 

My Skin and Flefli are perifti’d from the Bone, 
The Boils have fpat’d my Mouth and Lips alone, 
To let me make my lamentable moan. 

Some Pity, O my Friends, fome Pity take 
On my diftrefs, for antient Friendfhip’s fake. 

I am abandon’d, and defpairing left, 

Of Riches, Honour, Children, Friends bereft. 
Remark the grievous Wounds my fore Difeafe 
Has made thro’ all my Flefh, but what are thefe 
Compar’d with thofe, which in my Soul I feel, 
Inflicted by th’ Almighty’s fatal Steel ? 

O, then in foft Compaffion’s Arms relent, 
Retradf your Speeches, and my Fate lament. 
Will you aflfume the Priviledge of God, 

And when you pleafe, afflift me with your Rod 
Inhumane Friends! fay, does it not fuffice, 

That all confum’d with pain my Body lies; 

But you my Soul with ill Difcourfes wound, 
Empty of Senfe, tho* they with Gall abound. 
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O, that my Speech was written, that my Words 
Were Regifter’d, and kept in fafe Records! 

O, that an Iron Pen’s repeated ftroke, 

Would grave deep Furrows in the Marble Rock! 

Let Letters fill them up of inlaid Lead, 

That all to come may my Profeflion read. 

I folemnly pronounce, that I believe 
That my Redeemer does for ever live. 

When future Ages (hall their Circuit end, 1 

And Bankrupt Time lhall its laft Minute fpend, r 

Then he from Heav’n in Triumph lhall defcend. J 
He on the Surface of the Earth lhall ftand, 

And from the Grave his Captive Saints demand. 
The flumbring Dead lhall waken at his Call, 

And from their Limbs their Leaden Chains lhall fall. 
Victorious Life at his Command lhall flee- 
To vanquilh Death, and fet her Pris’ners free. 

It lhall new warmth and vital Vigour fpread, 

Thro* all the cold Apartments of the Dead. 

It lhall in Triumph march thro’ Shades beneath, 
Thro’ all the dully Galleries of Death. 

Th’ invading Conquerour lhall Sack the Grave, 
Force every Tomb, and refcue ev’ry Slave. 
DeftruCtion’s Empire lhall no longer laft, >1 

Death from her fad Dominions lhall be chas’t, £ 
And Defolation laid for ever waft. j 

From opening Tombs th’ enliven’d Dead lhall rife, 
And to enjoy the Light lift up their wond’ring eyes. 
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T^io’ Worms and Putrefaction fhall confume 

» 

This mortal Body in the filent Tomb, 

I (hall revive, and from the Grave arife, 

And fee my God with thefe corporeal Eyes. 

I for my Self (hall fee the blefled fight, 

For my own Profit, for my vaft Delight. 

He fhall my Virtue from your Slanders clear, 
Affert my Caufe, and Job pronounce fincere. 

This is th’ unfhaken Pillar of my Hope, 

This does my Soul oppreft with Sorrow prop ; 
That tho’, as I have faid, the rav’ning Worm 
Shall eat my Flefh, and break this mortal Form, 
My reunited Parts I fhall aflume, 

When my Redeemer does to Judgment come, 

For ever to be clear’d by an impartial Doom. 

But you my Friends, no doubt will (till aver, 
That Perfecuting me you do not err. 

You’ll fay, that in my Conduct may be found, 
For your Cenforious words abundant ground. 

But of th’ Almighty’s Juftice be afraid, 

His dreadful Vengeance will your Heads invade. 
He will from Heav’n confuming Wrath reveal, 
Againft all fierce, uncharitable Zeal. 

The Day is coming, when the Judge fupream 
Will your ralh Words and Cruelty condemn. 


He faid, and Zopbar thus in heat reply’d : 
Such is thy Obftinacy, fuch thy Pride ; 
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With fuch difdain thou doft our Reafons flight, 

And art To careful to exclude the Light; 

All thy own Words fo full and weighty feem 
To thee, fufficient in thy own efteem : 

That I no farther Argument defign’d, 

To Cure a Man fo obftinately Blind. 

But fince tranfported to a wild excefs, 

Thou doft againft thy Friends fuch Threats exprefs; 
Since thou doft Heav’n with thy Complaints alarm, 

And mark us out for God’s vindictive Arm ; 

I muft my fetled Refolution break ; 

For thus provok’d, who can forbear to fpeak ? 

Thou doft upbraid us, as of Senfe bereft, 
Without Compaffion, without Juftice left. 

That we Contempt and Shame would on thee pour, 
And like outrageous Beafts thy Life devour. 

But I that fully know thy grofs miftake, 

Can’t filent fit, but muft an Anfwer make. 

Haft thou, who mak’ft to Wifdom fuch pretence, 
Not yet remark’d the Courfe of Providence ? 

How fince the Earth’s Foundations firft were laid, 
Thro’all the Revolutions Time has made, 

The Triumphs of th’ unjuft have quickly paft, 

And his vain Joys did but a moment laft. 

Tho’ his bright Head above the Clouds he reers, 
And mingles Luftre with contiguous Stars, 
O’erturn’d and ruin’d he deferts the Skies, 

And in the Duft difpers’d in Fragments lies. 
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Th’ unrighteous perifh with a fwift decay, 

Like his own Ordure caft with Scorn away. 

Thofe who before his Glory did admire, 

Now feiz’d with Wonder, for his Place enquire. 
Aftonifh’d, they thefe queftions oft repeat, 

Where can we find him now ? where is his Seat ? 
His Fame and (hort-liv’d Glory difappear, 

Like thin Illufions form’d of gawdy Air. 

Like wanton Dreams that in the Fancy play, 

Or empty Phantomes that by Twilight ftray. 

The Eye that faw him ne’er (hall fee him more, 
Ne’er (hall his Houfe again unfold to him her Door. 
His Children (drive t’ appeafe the Poor in vain, 
Thefe of their Suff’rings publiquely complain; 
Thofe to reftore their Subftance are compell’d, 
Which from.the Poor their griping Father held. 
With Vice decrepit, he perceives within, 

The fad effects of his pad youthful Sin. 

His wafted Flefh and putrifying Bones, 

Force him to utter never-ceafing moans. 

As he to Sin did with Affe&ion cleave, 

# 

So Sin too faithful him (hall never leave. 

\ 

The guilty marks of his unbridled Luft, 

Are ftill his fad Companions in the Duft. 

Tho’ Vice is by him greedily embrac’t, 

And proves moft fweet and grateful to his tafte; 
Tho’ the delicious Morfel, with his Tongue 
He rolls about, the Pleafure to prolong ; 

Yet the fweet Meat He fwallow’d down fo (law, 
Does in his Bowels Gall and Wormwood grow. 


What 
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jt does like Poifon, rage along his Veins, 

And gripes and racks him with tormenting pains; 

What if th’ Oppreflor Riches has devoured, 

And down his Throat unmeafur’d Treafure pour’d 
He cannot long th* unrighteous Load retain, 

His loathing Stomach with regret and pain, 

Shall call: the precious Surfeit up again. 

God fhall his Belly of its Prey beguil, 

And from his Bowels wreft the wealthy Spoil; 
The profitable and delightful Sin, 

Which he has fuck’d with fo much pleafure in, 
Shall like a Viper gnaw and tare his Heart, 

And wound his Entrails, like a poifon’d Dart. 

The Streams of Joy, and Rivers of Delight, 
Which he believ’d, would all his toil requite, 

Shall difappoint his hope, arid in their ftead, 
Amazing Floods of Sorrow (hall fucceed. 

For that his Neighbours wrongs may be redreft, 
Which he by Fraud or Violence oppteft, 

He fhall refund his wicked Wealth, and more 
Shall give what juftly was his own before. 

Tho’ he may Riches gorge, the painful Spoil, 

In mafly Vomit quickly will recoil. 

The time it ftays the bloated Glutton lies 
Diftended to a vaft Hydropic Size ; 

p 

But he no Strength or Nourifhment fhall reap 
From the crude Mafs, and undigefted heap. 
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Becaufe the Poor defpairing he has left, 

Whom he by Rapine of his Goods bereft. 

Becaule by open, or by fecret Guilt, 

The Dwelling he has feiz’d another built. 

Therefore his inward Gripes and confcious Fear, 

c 

With felt-revenging Pains his heart fhall tare. 
Convullive Throws, and raging Agonies, 

Shall rack his Soul, and on his Bowels feize. 

The Riches he fo eagerly did crave, 

With all his watchful Care he fhall not fave. 

His Heir, what Treafure he has left behind 
Shall ne’er enquire, for none he’ll hope to find. 
When he fhall moft with Power and Wealth abound, 
With Guards encompafs’d, and with Empire crown’d 
Then fuddain Mifchiefs fhall his Seat furround. 
Fierce Bands of Spoilers fhall his Lands invade, 

i ■ 

And far away his Wealth fhall be convey’d. 

When he defigns his Riches to enjoy, 

And all his Senles with Delights to cloy, 

A difmal ftorm of Wrath Divine fhall rife, 

And gath’ring Vengeance fhall difturbthe Skies. 
While he is feafting, free from Fear or Care, 

The Heav’n’s fhall hurl down unexpected War. 

God on his Head fhall fuch a Tempeft pour, 

As did thy Children in their Mirth devour. 

His Confternation and diftra&ing Fear, 

Shall make him fly to fcape the Sword and Spear; 
But a fwift Arrow from an Iron Bow 
Shall overtake, and ftrike the Rebd thro’. 
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Officious Friends to heal his wounded Veins, 

Shall draw the bloody Weapon from his Reins, 

Whofe glitt’ring point diftain’d with ifluing Gall^ 

_ > 

Shows certain Death attends his fuddain fall. 

He ffiall in raging Pangs and Horror lye:, 

Hopelefs of Life, and yet afraid to dye. 

Againft him God ffiall Storms and Plagues provide} 

* 

And ftores of Wrath in fecret places hide. 

He his dark Caves and Magazines ffiall flow, 

With chofen Vengeance and colle&ed Woe. 

From cleaving Clouds a fiery Tempeft pour’d. 

Like that which on the Hills thy Flocks devour’d} 

Shall on his Subftance and his Houfe defcend, 

And to deftroy the Wretch its Fury fpend. 

His Progeny, if any ffiall remain, 

Shall pafs their difmal Days in Grief and Pain. 

Thus Heav’n by dreadful Judgments ffiall reveal} 

The Wickednefs he did with Care conceal, 

The Earth ffiall all her Elements unite, 

Mufter her Armies} and againft him Fight; 

The Subftance he has gain’d ffiall flow away, 

Like rapid Torrents, in that dreadful Day, 

When God provok’d by all his Crimes, ffiall come 
In Storms of Wrath th’ Oppreflor to confume. 

God to th unjuft this Portion ffiall divide, 

This fad Inheritance is on him ty’d; C 

He’s the right Heir, with him it ffiall abide. A 



> 



And then afflicted Job reply’d : Forbear 
To interrupt me thus, with Patience hear 
And weigh my Arguments, while I proceed 
In my Defence; this I’ll accept inftead 
Of all the Confolation which from you 
Is to a Friend in fuch Affliction due. 

Sedately hear my Reafons out, and then 
Reproach and mock your fuffring Friend agen. 

When I in bitter Anguilh make my moan, 

Do I complain of cruel Man alone ? 

I oft with Reafon do, and muft declare, 

That God’s vindictive Arm is too fevere. 

j 

That I the mark of all his Weapons Hand, 

While Men more guilty fcape his vengeful Hand. 

But what if I of Man alone complain ? 

Is my Complaint unjuft, becaufe ’tis vain ? 

Have I not reafon to indulge my Grief, 

When neither Man nor God afford Relief? 

Confider well my fad afflicted State, 

My unexampled Sufferings will create 
Aftonifhment, and make you hold your Peace* 

And from reproaching me for ever ceafe. 

When I refledl, that Providence Divine 
Does on the Wicked, as on Fav’rites fhine, 

That vile and irreligious Wretches cloy 
Their pamper’d Senfes with Delight and Joy; 

Whofe Skins grow fmooth, and (leek with Fat and Reft* 
And no Invaders Arms their Peace mold! : 


While 
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While the mean time the Juft and Godlike Kind, 

From Heav’n and Earth alike hard meafure find; 

Are mark’d and fingled out to undergo 

Th’ Almighty’s Anger, and th’ Oppreflbrs blow 

Puzzled, confounded and amaz’d I ftand, 

And can’t forbear a Reafon to demand 
Of this unequal Diftribution, why 
The Impious thrive, the Juft defpairing lye. 

Here I from Heav’n Inftrudtion would implore 
How to defend the Juftice I adore. 

i 

9 

Why do the Wicked unmolefted thrive, 

Flow in Abundance, and in Pleafure live ? 

In Mirth and Eafe they pafs their Days away, 

Healthful in Riot, and in Age not Gray. 

In Triumph they the Regal Throne afcend, 

And far around their Empire they extend. 

With Health and Vigour bleft, they live to fee 
A flourifhing and numerous Progeny. 

Protected from Aflaults they dwell fecure, 

And ne’er th’ Almighty’s fcourging Rod endure. 

Their fruitful Flocks engender on the Hill, 

And with their Young their Herds the Vally fill. 

Their verdant Meadows pour fuch Riches forth, 

Strong Mowers groan to heave th’ unweildy Birth. 
Their unexhaufted, never-failing Field, 

Does a rich Harveft to the Reaper yield. 

Their Gardens flourifh, and the Golden Fruit 
Bend down the laden Boughs, and kifs the Parent Root. 

N 2 


Their 
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Their Children from their Houfe in Flocks advance, 
Sport in the Streets, and o’er the Meadows dance. 
To highten yet the Pleafure of the Day, 

They take the Harp, and on the Timbrel play. 
They 1 re ravifh’d with the Singer’s charming Voice, 
And at the Organ’s chearful Sound rejoyce. 

In Eafe and Wealth they fpend their golden Days, 
And wearing by infenhble decays, 

With years, and not with pains their Shoulders bend 
And ripe with Age, they to the Grave defcend. 
Therefore elated with prodigious Pride, 

Th’ Almighty’s Power and Precepts they deride. 
Religion’s Heav’rtly Graces they contemn, 

And God'like Saints, as cheated Fools, condemn? 
Th’ obdurate Rebels arrogantly fay, 

What is th’ Almighty ? why fhould we obey ? 

What (hall we get, if we in Praifes fpend 

Our Breath, and Prayers to Heav’n devoutly fend ? 

But as ’tis impious, fo ’tis foolifh too», 

Such Pride, and fuch Contempt of Heav’n to fhew: 
This Man’s own hand his Riches can’t defend, 

On God whom he provokes, he mull depend. 

Let him be rich, I can’t his Conduct praife, 

Nor fhall I imitate the Sinner’s ways. 

For tho’ tis certain that you grofly err, 

When you with fo much Confidence aver, 

That the good Man God’s favour ftill enjoys, 

But that his Fury all th’ unjuft deftroys; 
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Yet by experience taught I muft avow, 

That tho’ not always, yet ’tis often fo* 

I grant, deftrudtion oft th’ unjuft invades, 

That oft the glory of the Wicked fades. 

Their impious Deeds th’ Almighty oft incenfe, 
Who does his Judgments on their Heads difpence. 
He with his driving Wrath does often chafe 
From off the Earth, this irreligious Race; 

They, as the Chaff, before the Tempeft fly, 

Or Stubble bom by Whirlwinds thro’ the Sky. 
Their Guilt th’ Almighty treafures up with care, 
And ftores of Wrath does for their Sons prepare. 
Their Progeny fhall fuffer for their Crime, 

And they ftiall live to fee that difmal time. 

Their Lips (hall drink of God’s embitter’d Bowl, 
And their dim Eyes fhall in Deftrudtion rowl. 
What Comfort, what Delight fhall they derive 
From all their Offspring, who fhall them furvive ; 
When an untimely Violence has ftiut 
Their Eye-lids, and their Days in funder cut ? 

Thus that the wicked fuffer I aflert, 

But ’tis not all, nor yet the greateft part. 

I grant, the Juft too fometimes profp’rous are, 
But they more often Pain and Trouble bear. 

y r 

Yet who fhall to th’ Almighty’s ways objedt ? 
Who (hall to guide the World, his Hand diredt ? 
Muft always God flagitious Men confume, 

And ne’er the Righteous to Afflidtion doom ? 
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Muft this diftinCtion always be expreft, 

Becaufe you fancy this becomes him beft? 

Does not th’ A llTearching God exactly know, 

* 

And judge bleft Saints above, and mighty Kings below ? 
Who then to teach him, Knowledge will pretend, 

And fhow him how his Government to mend ? 

One in his Vigour, and his Strength full grown, 

To whom enfeebling Aches are unknown, 

Whofe Breads and Sides congefted Fat diftends, 

And thro’ whofe Bones a Marrow Flood defcends, 

Shall lye extended in the Grave beneath, 

Lopt by an unexpected ftroke of Death : 

Another wretched Suff’rer who has fpent 
His mournful days in Grief and Difcontent, 

t 

In tort’ring Pains and bitter Anguilh lies, 

Nor till he’s worn with ling’ring Sicknefs, dies. 

The friendly Grave does both alike embrace, 

And all Diftinftion’s former marks efface : 

The Worm alike does on their Bodies feaft, 

And mingling Duft, the Dead together reft. 

Thus Troubles Men promifeuoufly invade, 

And Death alike befalls the Good and Bad. 

Thefe Difpenfations no regard exprefs 

To this Man’s Crimes, or that Man’s Righteoufnefs. 

/ 

Nor does the Love or Wrath of God appear 
By what he gives, or makes us fuffer here. 

I know my Friends, by what you have expreft, 

Th imaginations lodg’d within your Breaft. 


Your 
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Your inward thoughts your fuff ring Friend abufe, 

And tho’ the wicked only you accufe 
In gen’ral Speeches, yet I plainly fee 
What you aflert of them, you aim at me, 

For often you difdainfully demand, 

Where does the wicked Prince’s Palace tftand ? 

Who does the Dwelling where he flouriflfd know ? 

Who its Remains and Monuments can fhow ? 

But can’t the meaneft Man that paffes by. 

To this demand convincingly reply ? 

Ask of the next you meet, and he will tell, 

Where now the wicked unmolefted dwell. 

He’ll point, and fhow: the Towers where they abides 
The marks and tokens of their profp’rous Pride. 

’Tis plain, they often floutifh, tho’ tis true, 

That Vengeance fometimes does their Crimes purfue 

p 

From prefent Troubles fome are kept with care, 

For greater Shame, and Judgments more fevere. 

God fhall in folemn Triumph lead them forth j 
Tofuffer publique, ignominious Wrath. 

They Fat for Ruin, and for Slaughter fed, 

With Garlands crown’d, and Crouds around them fpred, 
Are to Deftru&ion s bloody Altar led. 

Oft on the Wicked dreadful Judgments wait, 

But Power and Plenty is their ufual Fate; 

Aw’d by their Wealth and Greatnefs, Men forbear 

To tell them what their Crimes artd Dangers are. 

, ‘ 

Elated, and impatient of Reproof, 

They at the wifeft Admonitions feoff. 
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They ’re Great above the fear of Punifhment, 

Too wife to own their Errors, and repent. 

The proud Oppreffor’s Death will often vye 
With his paft Life, and great profperity; 

For, as he liv’d in Pride and State, he’ll dye. 

His mourning Friends with fad magnificence. 

With honourable Pomp, and vaft expence, 

Shall in the Duft th’ ungodly heap inter^ 

And paint and carve his ftately Sepulcher. 

The Corps embalm’d with wondrous Coft and Art^ 
Shall reft entire, and found in every part, 

That ’twill a living Watchman ported there 
To guard the Dead, not a Dead Corps appear. 

He in the Grave (hall find a fweet repofe, 

From Cares deliver’d, and from threatning Foes. 
The Men who live, or who are yet unborn. 

Shall follow him, and all File off in turn. 

He Is not more unhappy than the teftj 
His Fate is common to the worft and bert. 

s 

Why then do you pretend, that profprous days 
I yet might fee, would I amend my ways ? 

v p 

Experience your Affection contradicts. 

And fhows, that Heav’n the Righteous oft affli&s: 
That th^beft Men prodigious Suff*rings bear, 
While God is pleas’d great Wickednefs to fpare. 



Ch. XXII. Then Eliphaz: 

If undefil’d thou doft thy Virtue keep, 

Is God oblig’d ? does he the Profit reap ? 

Were 
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Were all thy Days in pure Religion fpent, 

Would that th’ Almighty’s Happinefs augment ? 
When he does fir idly Righteoufnefs enjoyn, 

Does he his own Advancement feek, or Thine ? 

If thou art Good the Profit is thy own, 

God needs thee not, he on his Heav’nly Throne 
Crown’d with Eflential Blifs, in Triumph fits, 
Unmeafur’d Blifs which no increafe admits. 

Does he in Wrath attempt thy overthrow, 

Fearing in time thou fhouldft too Potent grow ? 

I grant thy SufFrings great and numerous are, 

But with thy Guilt they juft Proportion bear. 

Juftice Divine its Banks ne’er overflows, 

All monftrous Sufferings, monftrous Crimes fuppofe. 

t 

Either thy Neighbour’s Pledge thou haft detain’d, 
And by Extortion haft his Subftance drain’d : 

Or of his Garment thou haft ftript the Poor, 

And fent him Naked from thy cruel Door/ 

Or to the Man with burning Sunbeams fry’d, 

At his laft Gafp thou haft thy Spring deny’d. 

Or thou haft feen thy hungry Neighbour dy£ 

For want of Bread, which thou wouldft not fupply. 
Or elfe unjuftly to the Rich and Great, 

Thou haft decreed another’s Land and Seat. 

While thou the mournful Widow didft opprefs, 

And crufh without Remorfe the needy Fatherlefs. 

For fome fuch Crime tho’ fecret and unknown, 

Thou doft beneath this heavy Vengeance groan. 
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For this, with Snares thou ait encompals’d round. 
And fuddain Fears thy trembling Soul confound 
Thick Shades and Darknefs o’er thy Dwelling fpread. 
And difmal Floods of Grief whelm o’er thy Head 

Does not th* Almighty lit enthron’d on high. 

On the fteep Convex of th’ Empyreal Sky, 

Whence with a quick, and eafy Profpeft he 
Can all his Works and Worlds around him fee ? 

Yet thou doft aft, as if thou didft believe, 

Thou couldft th’ Almighty’s fearching Eye deceive: 
As if thou faidft, how can th’ Almighty know. 
How can he mind and judge of things below? 

Vaft is the Gulph of Air that lies between, 

And from his fight thick Clouds the Sinner skreen. 
He walks the happy Circuit of the Sky, 

Nor calls on this low dirty Ball an Eye. 
Uninterrupted Pleafure him employs, 

While he alone his Blilsful Self enjoys. 

Our Good or Evil Deeds, our Joys or Pains, 
Unworthy of his Notice, he difdains. 

Lo, from thy Lips whate’er expreffions break, 
This is the Language which thy Aftions fpeak 

Didft thou with due Attention ne’er behold, 

The Paths in which the Wicked trod of Old: 

a 

Who from the Earth for their enormous Crime, 
Were hurried off by Death before their time; 

Who to th gen’ral Flood became a Prey, 

And with their Sons and Wealth were Iwept away. 


Tbefe 
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Thefe did th’ Almighty’s facred Laws deride, 
Contemn’d his Favour, and his Threats defy’d; 

They cry’d, if we Religion’s Rule regard, 

Who will our Pains, and pious Zeal reward ? 

Yet God their Houfes with Abundance bleft, 

Enlarg’d their Empire, and their Stores increaft. 

But who was by their Wealth to Envy mov’d, 

Or who their impious Words or Ways approv’d ? 

For tho’ like thee, they Peace a while enjoy’d, 

Yet they at laft were from the-Earth deftroy cL 
But Righteous Men have ftill the Joy to fee, 

Juftice Divine rebuke Impiety. 

Th’ Almighty they*11 exalt in Songs of Praife, 

Who does his Glory by fuch Judgmentsraife. 

They fhall th’ OpprelTor’s Pomp and Power deride* 
When Heav’n’s juft Vengeance thus corrects their Pride. 
The wicked perifh, while the pious Race 
Of Patriarchs, whence our Defcent we trace, > 
Favour’d by Heav’n, pofleft their ancient place. 3 
They never were to Defolation doom’d, 

Never by fuch prodigious Fire confum’d, 

As raining down from Heav’n in flaming Showers, 
Deftroy’d proud Sodom's and Gomorrah's Towers. 

Wherefore, O Job, to God with fpeed return, 

With deep Contrition thy Offences mourn ; 
O’erwhelm’d with Shame and Sorrow, proftrate lye 
Before his Feet, and for Compaflion cry. 

Let humble Prayer and penitential Tears, 

Appeafe Heav’n’s Wrath, and thus remove thy Fears. 

O a 


When 
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When God is pleas’d, all Nature will exprefs 
A forward Zeal t* advance thy Happinefs. 

God’s gracious Afpeft, with its Heav’nly Light, 

Will diffipate this dark tempeftuous Night, 
joy. will arife, and with its cheerful Ray, 

Chafe all thefe fallen Clouds of Grief away. 

Will Job prophafle and impious Maxims learn 
From ftupid Heathens, who from all concern 
From Things below th* Almighty’s Care exempt, 

And thus expofe Religion to Contempt ? 

No, let the Law which God of old reveal’d 
To humane Kind, which yet is unrepeal’d ; 

Or which fhould written in thy Heart abide, 

Be made thy Rule of Life, and facred Guide. 

Within thy Breaft with pious Care record 
His bleft Inftrudtions, and his Heav’nly Word. 

If thou fincerely wilt thy Life devote 
To virtuous Deeds, and wilt with Zeal promote 
Th’ Almighty’s Honour and Religions Caufe, 

By ftritt obfervance of his Righteous Laws ; 

He all thy difmal Ruins will repair, 

And all thy reunited Fragments rear. 

He’ll raife thy Head now buried in the Duft^ 

And make thee midft the Clouds thy glitt ring Turrets thruft. 
He’ll fix thy Pillars deeper in the ground, 

And (hunger Bulwarks (hall thy Houfe furround. 

He (hall thy Plenty and thy Peace reftore, 

And give thee Empire wider than before. 
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Thou fhalt no more of Vengeance be afraid, 

No Terrors more fliall thy fafe Tents invade* 

Thy Neighbours fhall with Wonder thee behold, 
With Cedar bleft, adorn’d with Gems and Gold. 
Thou fuch prodigious Treafures fhalt command, 
Thou fhalt, like Duft, colled thy Golden Sand. 
Thy rich, but difregarded Ophir Oar, 

Shall lye like Stones on every River’s Shore. 
Wedges of Silver from the pureft Mine 
Pil’d high in Heaps, (hall round thy Dwelling fhiile. 
Againft thy Foes th’ Almighty will contend, 
Proted thy Plenty, and thy Life defend. 

Thou with his Favour fhalt be ever bleft, 

A vaft Reward exceeding all the reft. 

Thou fhalt derive from him thy chief Delight, 

The Thoughts of whom does now thy Soul affright. 
Up thou fhalt look with Courage, and employ 
Thy Thoughts on Heav’n with Confidence and Joy. 
Thou to th’ Almighty fhalt have free Accefs, 

And to his Throne prevailing Prayers addrefs. 

When thou art heard, thy Vows in Trouble made, 
Shall with a glad and thankful Heart be paid. 

All thy defigns th’ Almighty fhall approve, 

And thy decrees will ratify above. 

Before thee he fhall Heav’nly Light difplay, 
Tofolace, and to guide thee in thy way. 

He fhall proted thy Paths, thy Counfels ble% 

And crown thy Undertakings with Success. 

When wicked Men fhall be around deftroy’d, 

Stript of the Power and Wealth they once enjoy’d: 


Thou 
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Thou (halt not feel th' Almighty’s wrathful hand, 
But undifturb’d enjoy thy fruitful Land. 

For God the humble Perfon will regard, 

And with his Blefiing will his Love reward. 

Nor fhall thy Prayer lent to th’Almighty’s Throne 
Obtain his Favours for thy felf alone; 

If thou (halt Supplication for them make, 

Thy Neighbours round fhall profper for thy fake. 


Ch. xxiii. g ut re p]y’(i : 

From you I find my hopes of Eafe are vain, 

Your Confolations aggravate my Pain. 

I 

I after all your Applications find 
The bitter Anguifh raging in my Mind. 

The lharp redoubled Strokes by which I bleed, 
Do all my Cries and loudeft Groans exceed. 

You give me prudent Counfel to acquaint 
My felf with God, but this is my Complaint, 
That from my Sight he does with Care retreat; 

O, that I knew where I might find his Seat. 

* 

I would before him juftify my Caufe, 

And lhew I’m no Contemner of his Laws. 

I would convincing Arguments prepare, 

And all my Reafons orderly declare, 

To prove my angry Judge is over-ftrifr, 

And does too rig’rous Punilhments inflifr. 

I long to know what Charge he would produce, 
Of what black Crimes he would my ways accufe. 


Let 



Let him detect thofe Crimes to me unknown, 

And I’ll the Guilt with Shame and Sorrow own.’ 

1 will with Patience my Affliction bear, 

And ne’er complain his Strokes are too fevere. 

If I an equal Hearing could procure, 

Would he controul me with his Soveraign tower, 
And; not a calm and fair Debate endure ? 

No, he would give me Strength and Confidence, 
And favourably hear my jiift Defence. 

Then I might ftate my righteous Cafe at large, 

And God would clear me from your groundlefs Charg 
I S&in,would know where I my God might find, 

Fnr ftill he’s juft, and long I found him kind, 

Tho’ grown of late eftrang’d he has my fearch declin’d. 
If I go forward to the Eaftern Coaft 
Tbfeek him out, I mourn my labour loft. 

If 1 turn backward to the Weftern Seats 
To find him there, he ftill my Hope defeats. 

I roam thro’ populous Northern Kingdoms, where _ 

His mighty Works and Wonders mod appear, \ 
Yet is my ftridt Enquiry fruitlefs there. j 

I try if Southern Climates will reveal 
Hk Seat, but ftill he does himfelf conceal. 



But tho’ the Righteous God will hot appear 
In Judgment now, my Innocence to clear ; 

This is my Comfort, that his fearching Eye 
Does all my Thoughts, my Heart and Ways defcry: 
When he my Virtue tries, which I defire, 

I Ihall, like Gold, come purer from the Fire. 
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I with unerring Feet have always trod, 

In Virtue’s Paths, and kept the Heav’nly Road, 

\ 

I ne’er the rough and fteepy Way declin’d, 

But to th’ Almighty’s Will, my own refign’d. 

Thro’ threat’ning Dangers I my paflage made, 

Of no low Gulph, or fharp Afcent afraid. 
Heav’n’s facred Precepts frill I did obey, 

And always fhunn’d the fmooth, but crooked Way, 
In which loft Sinners from their Maker ftray. 

I have preferv’d th’ Almighty’s facred Word, 

As wealthy Men their choiceft Treafures Hoard. 
To fave the precious Store, I ever fhew’d 
As much Concern, as for my daily Food. 

But tho’ th’ Eternal Mind did always fee 
Thefe pregnant Proofs of my Integrity, 

Inflexibly refolv’d he’ll ne’er relent, 

Nor of his harfh proceeding e’er repent. 

Confirm’d in Wrath he will not change his Mind* 
Never for me a tender Paflion find. 

My Sufferings to accomplifh he’ll proceed, 

And execute the Wrath he has decreed. 

The Righteous by him often are oppreft, 

For fecret Reafons lodg’d within his Breaft. 

This is his Pleafure, who fhall dare difpute 
HisSoveraign Will, and Empire Abfolute ? 

Me to his Throne of Grace would he admit, 

His Clemency my Virtue would acquit: , 

But on he comes his Creature to devour, 

Arm’d with refiftlefs, Arbitrary Power. 



A Parapbrafe on JOB. 


105 

Therefore when I my great Creator fee 
Cloath’d with Auguft, Imperial Majefty, 

I at his awful Prefence (hake with fear, 

Nor can the Sight of Soveraign Glory bear. 

When on his Terrors I refled, I feel 
An inward Dread, and ftruck with Horror reel. 

My finking Heart diflolves within my Breaft 
And bitter Sorrows interrupt my reft ; 

Becaufe he did not cut me off, before 

Thefe difmal Shades and Troubles whelm’d me o’er: 

Becaufe he ne’re would let the friendly Grave 

4 » 

Fromfo much Woe his wretched Creature fave. 

9 

1 

Why do my Friends Erroneous Dodrines teach Ch.XXIV. 

That certain Sufferings here the Wicked reach? 

God does conceal the Times and Seafons when 
His Vengeance fhall deftroy flagitious Men. 

Ev’n thofe who mod his righteous Laws obey, "S 
And mark with care his Providential way, > 

Are unacquainted with his Judgment Day. J 

They know of no determin’d, certain Times, 

When he will vifit Mens provoking Crimes. 

Some Men remove with their perfidious Hands, 

The Marks that bound appropriated Lands. 

They take their Neighbours Goats from off the Rocks, 

And from the Airy Downs their Woolly Flocks. 

With wicked Spoils they feafi: their Luxury, 

» . . # * * 

And gorg’d with Rapine on their Couches lye; 

P They 
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They the poor Widow of her Ox defraud, 

They rob the Orphan, and the Deed applaud. 

Thefe Robbers fcare the Helplefs from their way, 
Who leave the Road, and o’er the Forreft ftray. 

Th’ affrighted Travelers to the Mountains fly, 

And to efcape their Rage in Caverus lye. 

Other vile Men frequented Towns forfake, 

And their Abode in defart Places make. 

Where W ild and Salvage grown, at Dawn of Day 
They leave their fecret Dens to hunt their Prey. 
Thefe Men by Plunder and by Rapine thrive 
And in a Wildernefs in Plenty live. 

They fuddain Inroads on their Neighbours make. 
And from their Fields by Force their Harveft take. 
They from another’s Vine the Clufters tear 
And the rich Spoil to their own Preffes bear. 

To their Strong-Holds their Booty they convey ; 
They ftrip the Laborers, make them naked ftray, 
Expos’d to Cold by Night, to Heat by Day. 

The Wretches when they hear a Tempeft rife, 

And fee the gath’ring Clouds o’erfpred the Skies, 
To neighb’ring Rocks their Flight for Refuge bend; 
Their craggy Arms the friendly Rocks extend ; 
Embrace, and hide them in their Clefts, and lhow 
Lefs hardnefs than the cruel Robbers do. 

Befides their Subftance, which they make their Prey, 
, By Force they take the Owners too away: 




A 
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For from their Coverts they Incurfions make 
Into the Country round, and Captives take 
Poor Herdfmen, Travelers,lab’ring Swains,and wreft 
The ftruggling Infant from the Nurfe’s Bread:. 

They lead them ftript and ftarving to their Caves, 
And treat the helplefs Creatures, as their Slaves. 
Tho’ their ill-gotten Subftance be immenfe, 

Yet they defpoil with falvage Violence 
Their hungry Captives of that little Fruit 
Which they had glean’d their Vigour to recruit. 
They make them labour in their Olive-yard, 

But with redoubled Stripes their toil reward. 

They ne’er permit them who their Vineyards drefs, 
And tread the fwelling Clutters in the Prefs, 

To take, tho’faint, a Grape from off the Vine, 

Or taft, tho’ fry’d with Heat, one drop of Wine. 
Thefe defp’rate Outlaws diftant Towns invade, 
Their cruel Yoke is on whole Cities laid. 

In whofe fad Streets the fuff’ring People groan, 

j 

And make, like wounded Men, a difmal Moan. 

There is, befides this more audacious Race, 

Whofe open Crimes the Noon-day Sun out-face; 

A fort of fecret Sinners, who require 
Darknefs to hide them, and from Light retire. 

For inftance, at th’ uncertain Dawn of Day, 

The lurking Murd rer does his Neighbour flay. 

Then full of Fear away th’ Affaffin flies, 

And all the Day in fome clofe Covert lies. 
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Then turning Thief, by Night he comes abroad, 
And with ftoll’n Subftance does his Shoulders load. 
His guilty Joys th* Adulterer delays, 

And for the Evening’s doubtful Twilight flays. 

To pafs unfeen he muffles up his Head, 

And fteals in fecret to the Harlots Bed. 

Hot with unbridled Flames, he in the Dark 
Breaks Houfes up, on which he fet his mark 
The Day before, where to affwage his Luft; 

But he can only to the Darknefs truft : 

Before the Morn returns, he takes his Flight, 

He hates the Day, and courts the welcome Night. 
For if difcover’d, all the marks of Fear 
And Confternation, in his Looks appear. 

To this vile Crew you may the Pyrate add, 
Who puts to Sea the Merchant to invade, | 

And reaps the Profit of another’s Trade. 

He fculks behind fome Rode, or fwiftly flies 
From Creek to Creek, rich Veflels to furprize. 

By this ungodly Courfe the Robber gains, 

And lays up fo much Wealth, that he difdains 
And mocks the poor, unprofitable toil 
Of thofe, who plant the Vine, or till the Soil. 

Others as Vile, deflower a Virgin firft, 

And then deftroy the Offspring of their Luft 
Within the Mother’s Womb, to hide their Shame, 
And fcape Reproaches that would blaft their Fame. 


The 
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The poor and helplefs Widow they abufe, 

And Reparation cruelly refufe. 

Their Power and Threats the timorous Judges awe, 
And to their fide the Great and Mighty draw. 

For if the Villains, on pretence of Wrong, 

Aflail the mighty, be they ne’er fo ftrong, 

Can they againft Affafims make Defence ? 

Whofe Life is fafefrom fecret Violence? 

Tho’ by repeated Vows they Ihould declare. 

That their Intentionsinoffenfive are; 

And make fuch folemn Promifes, that you 
May think you Ve fafe, becaufe you think them true; 
Yet they will wait, and all occafions watch, 

The mifchief they defign’d you, to difpateh. 

Thefe in their wicked Courfes, free from fear, 
Becaufe they live unpuniih’d, perfevere. 

’Tis true, th’ Almighty fees their Infolence, 

But unconcern’d, no Vengeance does difpenice. 
The troubled Skies with Lightning grows not red, 
Nor does his Thunder ftrike Oppreflfors dead. 

Th’ Eternal pours no dreadful Viols forth, 

On Rebels worthy of exalted Wrath. 

Among ’em no ftrange Plagues are fent abroad, 

No Tempefts Vengeance on their heads unload. 

In Peace and Plenty they fecurely live, 

And from Impunity their Pride derive. 

All things to make them happy here comply, 

And, as they liv’d, they unmolefted Dye. 


no 
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They to the Grave a quiet, eafy Bed 
In Peace, as much as others, are convey’d, 

Part of the long PnJceffion of the Dead. 

With grievous Sicknefs they are ne’er diftreft, 
Nor dye with long tormenting Pains oppreft. 
Gently cut down by Fate, like Ears of Corn 
When fully ripe, they to the Tomb are born. 

By flow degrees they fink and wear away, 

Their Death’s a kind, infenfible decay. 

Their Streams of Life, like peaceful Rivers flow, 
And when they dye, they gently melt, as Snow. 
God no fueh marks of Wrath does on them let, 
But that the Mothers may their Sons forget. 
Their Bodys hang not by the publick way. 

To Men a Terror, and to Beads a Prey. 

But Men in Pomp their Carcafles inter, 

To be a Feaft for Worms, as others are. 

There they enjoy profound Tranquility, 

And buried with them their Oppreffions lye. 
When they are Dead, the Age that next fucceeds, 
As quickly will forget their wicked Deeds, 

As a loft Tree by Time to Atomes worn, 

Or by a riving Storm to Shivers torn. 

I thefe remarks deliberately have weigh’d, 

And know no ftrong Objections can be made. 

I on the Truth of this Difcourfe rely, 

And all Oppofers Arguments defy. 
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Then Bildad anfwer’d, Why does Job delight 
Thus to reflect on Wifdom Infinite ? 

Wilt thou th’ Almighty’s Providence correfr, 
And charge him with Injuftice, or Neglect ? 

As if he ne’er did Righteoufnefs regard, 

And did the Impious, not the Juft reward ? 

Or elfe as if he ne’er did interpofe, 

But doubtful Chance did all Events difpofe. 
Should not his awful Majefty deter 
Thy Arrogance, and make thee (hake with fear ? 
His Creatures never fhould debating ftand, 

But ftrait obey his abfolute Command. 

This low Terreftrial World does not alone, 

His Soveraign Rule and Jurifdi&ion own ; 

His Empire i« of unconfin’d extent, 

O’er all the wide Etherial Continent; 

O’er all the liquid Regions of the Air, 

And all the fhining Iflands floating there. 

He Peace preferves in the bright Realms above^ 
And makes the Spheres in beauteous order move; 
All the Seraphic, glorious Hierarchy, 

The Pure and God-like People of the Sky, 
Adore the depths of Providence Divine, 

And to th’ Almighty’s Will, their Wills refign. 
And yet fhall difcontented Job debate 
His Cafe with God, and quarrel with his Fate ? 
His Empire to protect, and to controul 
Uproar and Strife, what Troops can he enroll ? 
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What mighty Armys can th’ Almighty head? 
What numerous Brigades to Battel lead ? 

Myriads of Angels lye encampt on high, 

His Houfhold Squadrons that defend the Sky: 
Sabres of Flame th’ Immortal Warriors weild, 

And now in fiery Chariots take the Field ; 

Now high in Air the Wing’d Battalions rife ; 

And glorious War hangs hovering in the Skies. 
Along th’ inferiour Air at his Corrfmand, 

His muft’ring Meteors Regimented ftand. 
Tempefts of Thunder, Whirlwinds, Rain and Fire 
To fight th’ Almighty’s Battels will confpire. 

All Nature at his beck, if Rebels rage, 

Strait take up Arms, and on his Part engage. 

Of fuch Extent is his Imperial Power ; 

With fo much Eafe he can his Foes devour. 

Yet is his Goodnefs equal to his Might; 

The Sun his unexhaufted Sea of Light, 

Lavifh of Glory, does to all difpence 
His chearing Beams, and fruitful Influence. 

Wide as the World, God has his Table fpred, 

At his Expence are all his Creatures fed. 

Who of his Regal Bounty does not taft ? 

Whofe Stores, if not fupply’d by him, can laft ? 
If on his Povver and Goodnefs we depend, 

And can to nothing as a Debt pretend; 

We murmur and complain without a Caufe , 1 
When he his Bleffings, not our Right, withdraws. 
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Befides our various Crimes which Heav’n provoke, 
Juftly expofe us to his wrathful ftroke. 

Who can before his high Tribunal hand, 

Plead Innocence, and his Difcharge demand ? 

Can Man be Clean, born of degenerate Race, 

And fcape the Leaven that infers the Mafs ? 
Never a wholfom, unpolluted Stream, 

From an impure, infeded Fountain came. 

Can a wild Vine a generous Vintage bring ? 

From a bafe Stock, can noble Branches fpring? 
The ConftellationS that adorn the Sky, 

Reveal their Spots to God’s Alhfearching Eye, 
Then what foul Stains will he in Man defcry ? 

In Man, a worthlefs Worm, who turns to Dull 
And Putrefadion, whence he fprang at firft. 



Then pious Job did Bildad thus befpeak : 

To chear the Mourner, and to help the weak 
Thou haft a happy, mafterly Addrefs, 

A charming way, that ne’er can mifs Succeft. 
How pertinent, how clear is thy difcourfe, 

No fullen Sorrow can refift its force. 

Thy bleft Inftrudions, and thy grave Advice, 
Can teach the Blind, and make the ftupid Wife. 
Difplay’d by thy Divine Difcourfe I find 
A Heav’nly Day irradiates my Mind. 

Thou haft thy point by folid Reafon prov’d, 

\ 

And like an Oracle, all doubts remov’d. 
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What knowing Spirit has thy Bofom fir’d, 

For thou haft argu’d, as a Man infpir’d ? 

But fay to whom doft thou addrefs thy Speech ? 

Am I fo weak, and of fo fhort a reach, 

That I muft ftill be taught the Common Theme 
Of God’s Imperial Sway, and Power fupreme ? 

I could th’ Almighty’s wondrous Works with -eafe 
Like you recite, as for example thefe. 

He all the wantpn Monfters form’d that play, 
And bound above the Rofpm of the Sea ; 

Wild Water-Gyants, hideous Forms that reign 
Lords of the yaft, inhofpitable Main : 

A falvage Rate that range the liquid Fields, 

And fill with Rapine all the wayy Wilds. 

All the mute Nations of the deep Abyfs, 

And Finny People of the Floods are his. 

To hide from God its fad Inhabitants, 

And dusky Realms, Hell thicker Darknefs wants. 
Compared Shadows, and fubftantial Night 
Elude the Sun’s, but not th’ Almighty’s Sight. 
Death does in vain her fable Covering fpread. 
And in her fecret Vaults lock up the Dead: 

Th Almighty s Eye does all her Spoils fiirvey, 
And no diftin&ion knows of Night- or Day. 

He o’er the empty Space difplays on high 
The blue Rxpanfion of the Northern Sky. 

He hangs the pond’rous Earth in liquid Air, 

And his Command and Providential Care, 

Are the foie Pillars -that lupport it there. 
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He bids the loofe and fluid Clouds fuflairi 
Imprifon’d Tempefts, and fufpend the Rairi. 

Diftended with the Waters in ’em pent, 

Their Wombs hang low in Air, but are not rent 
But then at his Command, fucceflive Drops 
Diftill from Heav n, and croWrt the Farmer’s Hopes* 

Left: his high Throne above expreffion bright* 

With deadly Glory lhould opprefs our fight, 

To break the darling Force, he draws a Skreen 
Of fable Shades, and fpreads his Clouds between. 

He raifes rocky Bounds around the Deep, 

And does the raging Waves in Prifon keep. 

That, whilft as order’d by Alternate fway, 

The Sun and Moon fhall rule the Night and Day , 

The Foaming Surges rolling o’er the Strand, 

Might not a Deluge fpread, and drown the Land. 

The Hills and Mountains whofe afpiring tops 
Appear the Pillars, and unfhaken props 

l 

Reer’d to fuftain the Heav’n’s expanded Roof, 

Tremble with Fear, and (hake at his Reproof. 

He with his mighty Power the Sea divides, 

And ploughs deep Furrows in its wounded Sides. 

At his Command the threatniflg Billows rife, 

Mix Waters with the Clouds, and lave with foam the Skies. 
But in a moment he corrects their Pride, 

And bids the Sea repel her fwelling Tide. 

Uproar is huftit, the Ocean at his Frown 
Shrinks in, and calls it’s tow’ring Surges down. 

The trembling Waves creep foftly to the Shore, 

And Tempefts over-aw’d no longer roar. 
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The Heav’nly Spheres around in Order turn’d, 
With cluft’ring Conftellations he adorn’d. 

He the great Serpent form’d, and bid him rowl 
His Starry Volumes round the Northern Pole. 
Thefe of his Works are part, but ftill I own 
To us his Wonders are but little known. 

To fuch extent who can his Reafon ftretch, 

As his vaft Power and Providence can reach ? 

His boundlefs Wifdom who can comprehend ? 
Who will to fearch the dark Abyfs defcend ? 
Who can his Wonders number, who declare 
Of Energy divine the utmoft Sphere ? 


Ch-XXVII. The Pious Job here paus’4 a while, and ftay’d 
For their reply ; but no reply was made. 

Then he his grave and wife Difcourfe revives, 
And faid, as God my great Creator lives, 

Who has to hear and judge my Caufe deny’d, 
And my vext Soul with fharp Affliction try’d, 
While the warm blood dilates my winding Veins, 
And in my Noftrils while my Breath remains ; 
That Breath th’ Almighty did himfelf inlpire. 
Gently to fan and feed the vital Fire; 

No Falfhood will I mix in this debate, 

Nor with perfidious Lips exprefs Deceit. 

Under the Cenfure of my Friends I lye 
Charg’d with Offences of the deepeft Dye, 
Oppreffion, Fraud, and deep Hypocrify. 


Shall 
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Shall I acquit their rafh Cenforious Tongue, 
Confefs th’ Indi&ment, and niy Virtue wrong ? 
Forbid, O Heav’n, that I Ihould ever own 
So black a Charge of Crimes to me unknown. 

I till I Dye will ftedfaftly affert 

The pure Intention of my upright Heart; 

From this Profeflion will I ne’er depart. 
Confidence, whole Court of Juftice is within, 

Can ne’er accufe me of delib’rate Sin. 

The wicked and their ways I fo deteft, 

That might I feed Revenge within my Breaft, 
And might I have permiflion to beftow 
The greateft Curfe, upon my greateft Foe, 

■v 

I would defire that Foe might all his days 
Delight in vicious Men, and vicious Ways. 

What if the Sinner’s Magazines are ftor’d 
With the rich Spoils that Ophirs Mines afford ? 
What if he fpends his happy Days and Nights, 

In fofteft Joys and iiridifturb’d Delights ? 

Where is his Hope at la ft, when God fhall wreft 
His trembling Soul from his relu&ant Breaft ? 
Muft he not then Heav’n’s Vengeance undergo, 
Condemn’d to Chains, arid Everlafting Woe ? 

• 4 

This is his Fate; but often here beW, 

; * r 

Juftice o’ertakes him, tho’ it marches flow. 

And when the Day of Vengeance does appear, 
The Wretch will cry, but will th 1 Almighty hear? 
If bath’d in Tears Compaflion he invokes, 

The unrelenting Judge will multiply his Strokes. 
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His vain Complaints, and unregarded Prayer, 
Will drive the raving Rebel to defpair. 

Or will he e’er with Confidence apply 
Himfelf to God, and on his Aid rely ? 

Will he not rather ceafe in his diftrefs, 

His Prayers to Heav’n hereafter to addrefs ? 

Do not difdain to learn, and I’ll reveal, 

How the juft God does with the Wicked deal. { 
To you fome fecret Methods 1*11 deteft, 

By which he’s pleas'd his Conduct to direct. 

✓ 

/ 

All you your felves have by Experience found. 
For my Affertions there’s abundant ground. 

I grant that fome, not all the wicked Band, 
Asyouaflert, feel God’s vindi&iveHand. 

4 

And this fhould make the proud OpprelTor dread, 
Left Vengeance Ihould aflfail his guilty Head. 
Children he multiplies to be devour’d 
By ling’ring Famine, or the raging Sword. 
Untimely Death his Offspring fhall confume, 
And fink them deep in black Oblivion’s Womb. 
His Wives well pleas’d to fee the Tyrant’s Fate, 
Shall joyful Mourners on his Funeral wait. 

Tho he does Gold in lofty Mountains heap, 
And as the duft, has Silver Treafure cheap, 

Tho’ Robes of State wrought with Sidonmn Skill, 

/ 

And rich embroider’d Vefts his Wardrobe fill; 
Yet fhall the Juft and Upright Man divide 
His precious Treafures, and his Purple Pride. 


The 
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The Judge’s righteous Sentence (hall reftore 
The Wealth he weeded fropj the injur’d Poof. 

His Dwelling, like the Moths, (hall (bpn decay, 

Which fettles jn a Garment for a pay; 

But fuddainly is crufh’d, and fjvept away. 

Or like the Lodge, a Keeper .does ered, 

His Garden Ffujt or Vintage to protect; 

Which, when the Swain has gather’d in his Store, 

Is pull’d as cpickly down, as f eer’d before. 

t 

When Heavn th’ Ppprelforlhall of Life bereave, 

The Wretch no Funeral Honours fhall receive. 

His curfed Corps expos ? d to open Pay, 

Shall lye to ravenipg Beads and Birds a Prey. 

While one with open Eyes can look around, 

Heav’n (hall the Map, his Race, and Name confound. 

A dreadful Inundation of Diftrefs, 

And Woes like thronging Waves, his Soul (hall prefs. 

An unexpected Storm of Wrath (hall rife, 

And in the Night, the carelefs Man furprife. 

An Eaftern Whirlwind (hall his Palace tear, 

Catch up, and with its rapid Eddy bear 
Th’ Oppreflfor far away thro’ Wilds of Air. 

God (hall his fatal Dart§ againft hirp throw, 

Nor will he (pare hint, when involv’d ip Woe. 

The miferable Map for Mercy crys, 

In vain he weeps, apd prays, in yaip he flys. 

His Neighbours round (hall his juft fall deride, 

Applauding Heay’p, that thus .corrects 
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I always thought the righteous God, at laft 
Would on the wicked fure Deftru&ion caft; 

Nay, Tome his Wrath does in their blooming blaft: 
But taught by obfervation, I aflert, 

That he is pleas’d to let the greater part, 

In Peace and Splendour pafs their happy years, 

And long their day of Punilhment defers. 

Whilft oft the Juft that ferve and love their God, 
Bewail their Wounds inflicted by his Rod. 

This puzzling Conduct, thefe myfterious ways 
Create my Trouble, and my Wonder raife. 

But you, becaufe your Reafon can’t unty 
The hard perplexing Knot, the Fa£t deny. 

As if you thought your narrow Wit and Senle, 
Could reach th’ unfathom’d Depths of Providence. 
In things below your Wifdom may appear, 

But thefe are Heights that far furmount your Sphere. 

Ch.xxviii Advent’rous Man may with fuccefsful pains, 
Difleft the Ground, trace all the lhining Veins 
Of Silver Oar, and wreft with labour forth 
Its golden Entrails from th’ embowel’d Earth. 

The fweaty Smelter finds a proper place, 

Where from the Drofs to purge the precious Mafs. 
Men dig out pondrous Iron from the Mine, 

And Molten Copper in the Flames refine. 

The Miner fearches all the Seats beneath, 

Gloomy and lonefome, as the Shades of Death. 



Where 
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Where Nature far withdrawn from humane fight, 

To mould and fhape her Min’rals does delight. 

To fafhion precious Stones with curious Art, 

And hardnefs due to Metals does impart. 

They all the Earth’s dark Bowels open lay, 

And make the Centual Shades acquainted with the Day. 

But often fubterranean Floods invade 

The Miner’s Caves, thro’ which he cannot wade. 

With wondrous Toil the Men their Works maintain 
And from the Mine the flowing Deluge drain. 

While fruitful Trees and bending Ears of Cora 
Laden with Bread, the Earth above adorn; 

With fparkling Gems its inward Parts are ftor’d, 

And fatty Minerals full of Fire afford. 

Here beauteous Saphirs far remote from Day, 

Do a blue Heav’n midft common Stones difplay. 

Here Nature fcatters with a lavifh hand, 

And with the Rubbifh mingles golden Sand. 

No Fowl of Heav’n, no not the Vultures Eye 
Fam’d for quick Sight, did e’er thefe Seats defcry. 
Thofe Sons of Pride the Lyons never found 
Thefe Caves, and dark Recefles under ground. 

To Beafts and Birds thefe Regions are unknown, 

By Men difcover’d, and by Men alone: 

By Men who cut thro’ hardeft Rocks their way, 

Dig thro’ the Hills, and Mountains level lay; 

That the Metallic Wealth may be reveal’d, 

Which in their mafly Bowels lies conceal’d. 
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If rifing Springs o’crflow the precious Vein, 

Men fafhion Channels in the Rocks to drain, 

Th’ invading Flood, till they their Treafure gain. 

Thus into Nature’s Secrets Men defcend, 

And may to Knowledge in her Works pretend ; 

But who can Heav’n’s deep Counfel's comprehend ? 

. r 

Who can inform th’ Enquirer, who can tell 
Where Skill Divine, and Heav’nly Wifdom dwell? 
For fenflefs Man its value does not know, 

Tis never found midft Mortals here below. 

The Land exclaims aloud, I am not bleft 
To be th’ abode of this Celeftial Gueft. 

The Sea and all its noify Waves, declare, 

In vain you feek the facred Stranger here. 

Th’ Infernal Deep cries with a hollow Sound, 

Here’s no Apartment for her under ground. 

Th’ unvaluable Bleffing can’t be bought, 

With all the golden Wealth from Opbir brought. 

He that has Wifdom Rubies will defpife, 

And Pearl, if tender’d as an equal Price. 

Saphires and Diamonds, with vaft labour fought, 
The Topaz fetch’d from Countries far remote ; 
Which worn by mighty Kings, attract regard, 

Are worthlefs Toys, with this bright Gem compar’d. 
Who can inftruft us then whence Wifdom flows ? 
And who the place of Underftanding knows: 

Since after Arid enquiry we defpair 
To find it in the Land, the Sea, or Air ? 



Death 
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Death and Deftru&ion cry, midft all our Slaves 
We ne’r faw Wifdom ; to our fecret Caves 
We the Celeftial Stranger ne’er convey’d, 

Nor hid her in our folitary Shade. 

We only are acquainted with her Name, 

Have only heard of her Immortal Fame. 

Only the Great Alfpenetrating God 
Knows his own Offspring, Wifdom’s bleft abode. 
For he furveys from Heav’n’s bright Cryftal brow, 
The vaft expanded Univerfe below ; 

The fpacious liquid Vales of Sky and Air, 

And all his Worlds, that hang in order there. 

The Bounds of Nature, Chaos, and old Night, 
Limit the Sun’s, but not its Maker’s Sight: 

He has in Profpeft this Terreftrial Ifle, 

And fees th* extreameft Bound’rys of its Soil. 

He forms the various Meteors which appear 
Thro’ the low Regions of the Atmofphere. 

He deals out to the Winds their proper weight, 
Gives them their Wings, and then directs their Flight. 
He meafures out the drops with wondrous Skill, 
Which the black Clouds his floating Bottles fill. 
When he decreed the manner of the Rain, 

And did the Lightning’s crooked Path ordain; 
When he appointed Nature’s couiie and way, 

And gave command that thence (he fhould not ftray; 
Then Wifdom he beheld, he fearch’d with Care 

i 

His own All-feeing Mind, and found it there. 
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He oft reflected on thefacred Gueft, 

Which had her 6xt abode within his Breaft, 
And in his Works her God-like Form expreft. 
But then to Man, to whom he had deny’d 
The perfect Knowledge of his Ways, he cry’d, 
The Fear of God is Wifdom, to depart 
From Evil, this is Science, this is Art. 

Attempt to know no more than God reveals, 
Search not the Secrets which his Bread: conceals. 
In this Abyfs truft not thy ventYous Oar, 

t 

Wouldftthoube fafe, then keep upon the Shore, 
And from afar this awful Deep adore. 

Thy Happinefs in being Righteous lies, 

Be Good, and in Perfection thou art wife. 

Juftly thou mayft defpife the boaftful Schools, 
And learned Cant of grave, difputing Fools. 


Ch.XXIX. Moreover Job continued thus, and faid : 

O that the happy Days might be reftor’d, 

♦ 

When gracious 1 Aid th* Almighty did afford. 
When his Celeftial Lamp fhone o’er my Head, 
And with its Light directed me to tread 
In lonefome Paths, with horrid Darknefs fpread. 
When fecret Bleflings did my Youth attend, 

And Guardian Providence my Houfe defend. 
When all my Children round me ftood, and God 
Did with his Prefence blefs my fafe abode. 

With Teats diftended with their milky ftore, 
Such numerous lowing Herds before my door 
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Their painful Burden to tiriload, did meet, 

That we with Butter might have wafh’d our Feet. 

Befides the Harveft of my richer Soil, 

Ev’n Rocks themfelves pour’d Rivers out of Oyl. 
When thro’ the Streets I march’d in Princely State, 
To fit in Judgment in the City Gate * 

The younger Men, foon as my Face they faw, 
Drew back thro’ Fear, or reverential Awe. 

The Aged Fathers as I paft along, 

Stood up, and bow’d am id ft the gazing throng. 
Princes and Lords, of ancient noble jilood, 

To fhew Regard, before me filent ftood. 

The Ear that heard me did the Speaker blefs, 

The Eye that faw me, did its Joy confefs. 

Becaufe th’ Opprefifor’s Rage I did withftand, 

And wrefted SufFrers from his griping hand. 

The Poor and Helplefs when almoft devour’d, 
Refcu’d by me, on me their Bleflings pour’d, 

A Father’s Place to Orphans I fupply’d. 

And made the Widow joyful, as a Bride. 

With Righteoufnefs and Mercy cloath’d I fate, 
Awful, as dreft in fplendid Robes of State. 

And fpotlefs Juftice won me more efteem, 

Then a great Monarch’s Guards or Diadem. 
Refrefh’d by me, the Naked, Blind and Lame, 
Thro’ ringing Streets my Bounty did proclaim. 

] with Paternal Bowels fed the Poor, 

No needy Wretch went Hungry from my Door. 


Thofe 
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Thofe Frauds and lnjurys, of wtifeh th’ Oppreft 
Durft not complain, I fought out and red reft. 

My righteous Hand broke fierce Oppreflor’s Jaws, 
And of their Spoil difleiz’d their bloody Paws. 

I now have built, faid I, my lofty Neft 
Where I’ll repofe, and feed on endlefs Reft. 

My Days fhall all be profp’rous, and infcreafe, 

Till they exceed the Sands around the Seas. 

With neighb’ring Streams below my Root was fed, 
And from above kind Heav’n by Night did fpread 
Refrelhing Dews o’er all my branching Head. 

I then was ftrong, as in my youthful Bloom, 

And with new Vigour did my Bow a flume. 

Th’ attentive Throng while I in Judgment fate 
Profoundly Silent, did around me wait. 

Like cluft’ring Bees upon my Lips they hung, 

And fuck’d the Words, like Honey from my Tongue 
To my Difeourfes no reply was made, 

My Didates were, as Oracles obey’d. 

My Speech upon them drop’d like Summer Rain, 
That falls from Heav’n upon the thirfty Plain. 

If I my folemn Air put ofly 1 if e’er 
I kind and condefcending did appear, 

The People fcarcely could believe me fo, 

Nor did they rude, or too Familiar grow. 

They no ill ufe of thofe my Favours made, 

But ftill a due Refped and Rev rence paid. 

What way to follow I th’ Enquirer told, 

And all Mens doubtful Queftions did unfold. 
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I fate as Chief, while they around did ftand, 

My Looks and Language did their Minds command. 

When I appear’d, they did fuch Joy exprefs, 

As lhouting Armys do, when in diftrefs 
They fee their General come, whofe Prefence gives 
Their Breafts new Courage, and their Hopes revives. 

Now Providence Divine has chang’d my State, 

Such are my Wants, and fuch my Woes of late, 

That thofe young Men my Poverty deride, 

To whofe in treating Fathers I deny’d 
The Priviledge my numerous Herds to keep, 

Or with my Dogs to fit and guard my Sheep. 

For they were grown, their Manly Vigour fpent 
With Vice and Age, fo Weak and Impotent; 

They were no more for ufeful Labour fit, 

But wander’d Hoary Beggars thro’ the Street: 

Oppreft with Want and Famine, till at laft. 

They were, like Thieves, from every City chas’d. 
Trembling with fear, to fliun their Neighbour’s fight, 

To folitary Woods they took their Flight, 

Roam’d o’er the Plains by Day,and skulk’d in Hills by Night. 
In thorny Dens and rocky Caves they lay, 

To Lyons Hunger, or their own, a Prey. 

Of Juniper they Eat the bitter Root, 
ilnfavory Herbs, and wild, unwholfome Fruit. 

To eafe their Hunger with Supplys of Food, 

They made the Mountains bare, and ftript the Wood. 
Brambles and Thorny Branches they devour, 

Beneath whofe fhelter they had lodg’d before. 
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A Stock fo Vile, a Progeny fo bafe, 

Ne’er brought on Humane Nature more difgrace. 
Ne’er-was a Kingdom curft with fuch a Race. 

Yet to their Sons I am a ftanding Jeft; 

So low is Job , fo Poor, and fo Oppreft. 

What Contumelious Infults have I born 
From thefe vile Men, what unexampled Scorn ? 
With bitter Scoffs they fuff’ring Job revile, 

And pafs me by with a difdainful SmileV 
They have me in Contempt, abhor my fight. 
And as from one Infected, take their Flight. 
They dare affront, and mock me to my Face, 
Since God is pleas’d on Job to bring difgrace. 
And to afflifit me does his Power engage, 

They too unbridle all their favage Rage. 

Young Striplings, poor affli&ed Job defpife, 
And to obftruft my way, againft me rife. 

No Methods, no Devices they negledf, 

i 

Which likely feem my Ruin to effect. 

My Righteous Actions they perverfly wreft. 

And by their Taunts my Anguifh is increali 
Still to invent new Slaunders they proceed, 

And are fo fruitful, they no Helper need. 

On me they come, as conquering Soldiers rufli 
Into a Town, or as a mighty Flufh 
Of rapid Waters, which have broken down 
Th’ oppofing Banks, and then the Vally drown. 
Ukepreffing Waves their Terrors on me roll, 
And as a Storm my Foes purfue my Soul. 


My 
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My Joy and Peace diflolve and melt away, 

As morning Mills before the riling Day. 

And now my Soul is griev’d, my Flelh difeas’d. 
And difmal Woes have me their Pris’ner feiz’d. 

All Night I lye extended on a Rack, 

My Bones are tortur’d, and my Sinews crack. 

The Putrefaction from my running Boils, 
Inloathfome mann^ all my Veil defiles: 

Clofe to my Sores it flicks, as to my Throat, 

The narrow Collar of my feamlefs Coat. 

Me deep in Mire God has in Anger Ipurn’d, 

Ev’n while alive, I feem to Allies turn’d. 

I cry unto thee, but am never heard, 

I make my Moan, But does the Lord regard ? 

The gracious God is grown to me fevere, 

Quite chang’d his very Nature does appear^ 

His mighty Hand, from which I hop’d Relief, 

Is now extended to augment my Grief. 

Like Chaff I’m caught up by the Wind, and toft, 
And this and that way driv’n, till I have loft 
My Flelh and Subftance, which I once could boaft. 
I find the Tomb muft quickly me receive, 

The general Rendezvous of all that live. 

His Hand th’ Almighty will not ftretch to fave 
A Wretch, that feems already in the Grave. 

Not all the Crys that by my Friends are fent 
To Heav’n, my fure DeftruCtion lhalj prevent* 
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Did not my Soul for Men in Trouble mourn, 

Did not my moving Bowels in me turn, 

And o’er the Poor touch’d with Compaflion yem ? 
Yet (fatal Difappointment!) fore Diftrefs 
Came, when I moft expefted Joy and Peace. 

While I was waiting for the chearful Light, 
Darknefs oerfpreadme, and a difmalNight. 

My Soul in reftlefs Agonys of Grief 
Tormented lay, and hopelefs of Relief. 

So unawares was my Affliction fent, 

The fuddain Stroke did quick-ey’d Fear prevent. 

To folitary Seats I love to creep, 

And dark Recedes, where I groan and weep. 

To antient, lonefome Ruins I repair, 

And mofly Heaps, in damp, unwholfome Air; 

/ 

A Defolation Wild, as my Defpair. 

There I fo long have cry’d, and made my moan, 
That to the falvage Beafts my Story’s known. 

Well pleas’d, with Owls and Ravens I converfe. 
And the fad Series of my Woes rehearfe. 

They Scriech andCroak,and from ill-boding Throats, 
To my fad Grief return becoming Notes. 

By Night midft Wolves I well acquainted fit, 
Howling Companions, for my Sorrow fit. 

Serpents my hiding Friends, with me abide, 

And with my Brother Dragons I refide. 

I am with Horror now familiar-grown, 

To all the Terrors of the Defart known, 

And friendly Satyrs take me for their own. 
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My Bones quite dry’d by fcorching Heat within, 
Start out, and break my black and wither’d Skin. 

I now no more my tuneful Harp employ, 

Sad Tears and Crys fucceed my banifh’d Joy. 

No longer to the Organ 1 rejoyce, 

IVe for the Mourner’s chang’d the Singer’s Voice. 

Yettho’ my Wants and Pains are fo extream, 

None can my Life of heinous Sin condemn. 

So far from that, I have with care fuppreft 
Sin’s firft Conception ftrugling in my Breaft. 

I did the Spark, as foon as kindled, tame, 

Before it blaz’d, and fpread refiftlefs Flame. 

I with my Eyes, whole Objects oft infpire 
The Heart with wild, unquenchable Defire, 

A facred League did make, that they fhould ne’er 
Look on forbidden Fruit, tho’ wondrous fair. 

That they on Beauty fhould not gazing ftay, 

Nor on th’ enchanting Brink of Ruin play. 

Befides my inward Thoughts I did reftrain, 

They ne’er did wanton Objefts entertain. 

My modeft Fancy ne’er had leave to rove, 

To fetch in Fuel for unlawful Love* 

I knew what Portion did th’ Unclean attend, 

What Vengeance on them would from HeavVi defcend, 
And of their fweet Delights I faw the bitter End. 
Diftrefs and Ruin on the Wicked wait, 

This is their fad, inevitable Fate. 

Does not th’ Almighty with his watchful Eye 
Mark all my Steps, and all my Paths defcry ? 

S a 
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If I unrighteous ways did e er applaud, ^ 

If I grew rich by Violence or Fraud, \ 

Let Heav’n my Head with heavy Vengeance load/ 
Me in a Ballance weigh, that God may fee 
Convincing Proof of my Integrity. 

If my unrighteous Feet did from the way 
Of facred Truth and Juftice ever ftray; 

If ever tempted by a greedy Eye 
In all the Walks of Life I trod awry ; 

Or if Clandeftine Bribes-, of fordid gain 
My avaricious Hand did ever ftain ; 

Then let Invaders o’er my Fences leap. 

And when I fow, let them the Harveft reap. 

Let the rich Offspring which my Fields produce, 
By Force be taken for another’s ufe. 

If any Woman’s Charms did ever move 
My Heart to entertain Adulterous Love; 

If e’er I skulk’d before my Neighbour’s Gate, 

Or for unchaft Embraces lay in wait: 

Then make 4ny Wife a Captive, or by Night 
Let a proud Stranger rob me of my Right. 

For of Adult’ry I will e’er aflert, 

Death is the due Commenfurate defert. 

It is a fecret and confuming Fire, 

That would devour the Subftance I acquire. 

Of all my numerous Servants none complain’d 
That I oppreft them, or their Right detain’d. 

I ever gave them, when I heard their Caufe’ 
Againft my felf, th’ advantage of the Laws. 
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Elfe if I flood before the Throne on high 
Of God my Heav’nly Mafter, what reply, 
Tojiiftify my Conduct, could I make? 

To fcapehis Wrath, what method could I take ? 
Did not his Hand me and my Servant Frame? 

Is not the Clay alike, the Work the fame ? 

We both alike Divine Impreflions bear, 

And both alike our Maker’s Image wear. 

If then, not for his own, yet I fhould take 
Compaflion on him, for his Maker’s fake. 

If Poor Mens Crys did not with me prevail, 

If e’er I caus’d the Widows Hopes to fail ; 

If I alone devour’d Luxurious Meat, 

And did not make the hungry Orphans eat; 

Poor Orphans, who ev’n as my Children, were 
Up from my Infancy my tender care. 

If e’er I faw poor Wretches naked lye, 

And did for want of Cloathing, let them dye; 

If their lean Loyns warm’d with my woolly Fleece 
Did not my Bounty and Corripaffion blefs; 

If I againft an Orphan rais’d my hand, 

When I had power the Judges to command ‘ 

Then let my Arm ( for Punilhment I call) 

Rot from the Joynt, and from my Shoulder fall. 
For I the fure and fwift Deftruftion fear’d, 

Which the great Judge for Rebels has prepar’d ; | 
His awful Power and Glory me deter’d. 

I never plac’d the Strength of my Abode 
In high-rais’d Works, or made my Gold my God. 


A Parapbrafe on J O B. 


Ne’er my increafing Wealth and profp’rous Fate, 

Did Pride, or unbecoming Joy create. 

* 

When I beheld the glorious Sun arife, 

And faw the Moon’s full Face adorn the Skies ; 

My yielding Heart was ne’er entic’d away, 

Nor did I kifs my hand, and facred Worlhip pay. 

If I had once the Creature thus ador’d, 

Abjur’d my Faith, renounc’d my Sovereign Lord, 

I (hould have juftly felt the Judge’s Sword. 

I was fo little to Revenge inclin’d, 

I wilh’d my Foe no mifchief in my Mind. 

No fecret Pleafure felt, or inward Joy, 

When God was pleas’d the Rebel to deftroy. 

I ne’er defign’d him Harm, ne’er curft his Name, 

Nor e’er infulted, when his Ruin came. 

Tho’ he exprefs’d fuch Cruelty and Spite, 

And fo provok’d me in my Servants fight; 

That they enrag’d, did all demand his Blood, 

And would have Eat his very Flefh for Food. 

I to my Houfe the Stranger did invite, 

Who in the Streets muft elfe have paft the Night* 

The weary Trav’ller was my welcom Gueft; 

I cheer’d his Heart with Wine, his Limbs with Oyl and Reft. 
I ne’er with anxious care fuppreft my Sin, 

Nor, as the Hypocrite, conceal’d my fault within. 

I fmall concern for Man’s Difpleafure fhew’d, 

Nor fwerv’d from Truth to court the Multitude. 

In a juft Caufe I boldly did appear, 

My Silence ne’er betray’d my fecret Fear* 
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0, that the ftriCteft Scrutiny were made, 

That all my Scenes of Life were open laid. 

Let my Accufers my Indictment draw, 

And profecute their Charge by courfe of Law : 
. Then by th’ Almighty let my Caufe be heard, 
And let me be condemn’d, if I have err’d. 

My written Procefs would my Pride create, 

As much as Royal Crowns, or Robes of State. 

I would as boldly to my Tryal go, 

As Valiant Gen’rals march to meet the Foe. 

If ever my unpurchas’d Lands complain’d, 

i 

That I by Force or Fraud Pofleffion gain’d: 

If ever I another’s Acres till’d, 

Ever my Houfes with his HarVeft fill’d, 

Or to poflefs his Goods my Neighbour kill’d: 
Let Thirties fill my Fields, inftead of Wheat* 
And all my Labour and my Hopes defeat. 
Inftead of Barley, let my Land produce 

Cockle of none, or Weeds of noxious ufe. 


When the three Men who pious Job arraign’d, 
And their high Charge in long replys maintain'd* 
Perceived him firmly fixt in his Defence* 

And refolute to clear his Innocence; 

They hopelefs of Succefs from this debate* 

v 

Let fell the Argument* and filent fate. 

Then a young Man, who as a faithful Friend, 
When the three Sages came, did Job attend, 
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And who attention gave, and duly weigh’d 
What for their Caufe on either fide was faid, 

Only in years inferiour to the reft, 

Felt a juft Anger kindled in his Breaft. 

His Name was Elihu, in Blood ally’d 
To faithful Abram by the Brother’s fide. 

Againft good Job did his Dilpleafure rife, 

, Becaufe in all his long and fharp replies 
He had lefs warmth, and lefs Concernment ftiown 
For his great Maker’s Honour, than his own: 

Nor did the wife young Man lefs Paffion feel 
Againft the rafh, uncharitable Zeal 
Of Job's Accufers, who could not defend 
Their groundlefs Charge againft their fuff’ringFriend. 
Yet did he long difcreetly moderate 1 

His ftruggling Paffion, and attentive wait f 

Till the grave Men had finifh’d their Debate. 

But when he faw they had their Treafures fpent, 
And none refum’d their baffl’d Argument ; 

Unable to forbear, he Silence broke, 

And Job's fevere Accufers thus befpoke. 

Your Wifdom which profoundly I rever’d, 

From giving my Opinion me deterr’d. 

Aw’d by your Fame, and Age, and Eloquence, 

I never yet have interpos d my Sence. 

For one fo young, I judg’d it rather meet 
To fit a modeft Learner at the Feet 
Of Men of fuch Experience, than to rife 
To dilate to the Grave, and teach the Wife. 


But 
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But now, convinc’d of my Miftakey I find 
That Man, tho’grey with years, continues bl ind, 
Unlefs Celeftial Light irradiates his Mind. 
Wifdom Divine is ne’er to be acquir’d, 

Unlefs the Man be from above infpir’d. 

’Tis not the fure pofifeflion of the Great, 

Nor does it ftill adorn the Teacher’s Seat. 
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Many are in acquiring Knowledge flow, 

Nor by experience will they Wifer grow. 

Therefore Attention give, and I’ll declare 
What in this great Affair, my Notions are. 

Let none condemn me, that I fpeak at laft, 

I’ve interrupted no Difcourfes paft: 

Your Arguments I’ve weigh’d, which you pretend, 
Prove your Indi&ment brought againft your Friend* 
But after all, if I may freely fpeak, 

To gain your Caufe, your Reafons are too weak. 
You never could in this prolix Difpute, 

Make good your Charge, or Job's Defence confute. 
In vain you fay, that.you will filent ftand, 

And leave him wholly to th’ Allmighty’s Hand; 
Hoping his Terrors will your Friend fubdue, 
Which your weak Arguments can never do. 
Weapons fo feeble I difdain to weild, 

When to difpute with Job I take the Field. 

To me he ne’er did his Difcourfe dire£t, 

Nor will I ufe your Words his Error to correct 
To all around I juftly may complain, 

That for Inftru&ion I have ftaid in vain. 



You 


138 A Paraphrafe on JOB. 

__— - - - --- ? 

You are exhaufted, and confounded left, 

Silent you ftand, as if of Speech bereft. 
Therefore, as I have told you, I will give 
My Judgment, and this great Debate revive. 
While I my Lips by Violence reftrain, 

My fullnefs gives unfufferable Pain. 

My ftruggling Thoughts which in my Bofom pent, 
Like newprefs’d Wines within the Vate, ferment, 
Will make me burft, unlefs they find a Vent. 

To eafe my felf I afn compelfd to fpeak, 

Full, working VefTels, if not open’d, break. 
While I attempt your Errors to correct, 

I will not Perfons, but the Caufe refped. 

Quite uninftru&ed in the Flatterer’s ways, 

I cannot footh you with exceffive Praife. ■ 

I cannot fawn, and your Admirer feem, 

To gain your Approbation and Efteem. 

Should I fuch vile unworthy Arts employ, 

Me my Creator would in Wrath deftroy. 

Ch.xxxIH And lure, O Job, this Preface 1 have made, 
Suffices thy Attention to perfwade. 

To my difcourfe afford a patient Ear, 

I am prepar’d to fpeak, if thou art fo to hear. 

And be affur’d whatever I impart, 

Shall be the inward Language of my Heart. 

Such plain and clear Inftrudion 1 will give, 

That thou with Eafe my meaning (halt receive. 
And firft confider well, our Strudure came 

From the fame Model, and our Clay s the fame. 

/ 


With 
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With Breath th* Almighty did my Breaft infpire^ 
And kindled in my Veins the Vital Fire. 

f 

Therefore, if thou thy Caufe wilt now defend, 
Thou only with thy Equal (halt contend. 

To plead with God thou rafhly didft demand, 

Firft anfwer me, I in his Place will ftand. 

•> 

Thou needeft not thy Brother-Creature fear, 

I can’t in dreadful Majefty appear. 

I bring no Terrors with me to affright; 

No Force, but Reafon’s clear, convincing Lighh 
I’ll not accufe thee, as thy Friends have done, 

Of fecret Errors, and of Crimes unknown. 

None but th’ Almighty’s all-obferving Eye, 

The Heart his proper Empire can defcry. 

I fhall affault thee with no other Force, 

Then what I borrow from thy own Difcourfe. 

* 

Have I not heard thee oft in thy Defence, 

Boldly affert thy fpotlefs Innocence. 

Haft thou not faid, thy Juftice to maintain, 
w My Heart is pure, my Hands are free from ftaim 
w He, who I hop’d, would mitigate my Woe, 
w On flight pretences is become my Foe. 

<c He feeks occafions to repeat his Strokes, 
w And every flight Offence his Wrath provokes. 
u In Prifon me his Captive he detains, 
tc And loads my fetter’d Feet with pond’rous Chains. 
u And yet his watchful Guards around me ftay, 
Left I fhould loofe my Bonds, and break away. 
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By fuch abfurd and wild Complaints as thefe, 

Impatient of thy Grief thou feekeft Eafe. 

Now tho’ thy inward Faults I can’t deteft, 

Nor like thy Friends uncertain Crimes object. . 

Yet here, O Job 9 thy rafhnefs does appear, 

Here thy prefumptuous Arrogance is clear. 

For can a Man, a Worm, a filly Wight, 

Remov'd from God at diftance infinite; 

Can fuch a worthlefs, wretched Creature dare, 
Himfelf, with him that gave him Breath, compare ? 
Why doft thou then engage in this difpute, 

Audacious Man, wouldft thou thy God confute ? 

Will he his fecret Counfels open lay, 

And his myfterious Providence difplay ? 

Will he befummon’d to his Creature’s Bar, 

The grounds of. his Tran factions to declare? 

Will e’er th’ Almighty Soveraign condefcend, 

The Conduct of his Empire to defend, 

A peevifh Creature’s Error to^amend ? 

Will he, becaufe he does our Cenfure fear, 

• \ 

Set forth his Juftice, and his Prudence clear, 

And let the hidden Springs of Government appear ? 

Th’ Almighty’s Works, thou fhouldft have underftood, 
Becaufe they’re his, are therefore Juft and Good. 
Where (hallow Reafon can’t the grounds difcern 
Of Providence, it fhould fubmifiion learn. 

Not that our Knowledge of his Works and Ways, 
Does e’er our kind Creator’s Envy raife; 

For he by various ways does* Knowledge give, 

And more than Man is willing to receive. 



Some- 
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Sometimes in Dreams and Vifions of the Night, 
He to our Minds conveys inftru&ive Light. 

When a deep Sleep does from our Breads exclude 
The Cares and Bufinefs which by Day intrude: 
Or when a fhort Repofe we feek to take, 

And flumbring lye half fleeping, half awake ; 
With a ftill Voice he whifpers to the Ear, 

Or to the Eye, in Scenes diftind and clear, | 
He makes an Airy Imagery appear. 

Thus he reveals his Will, and leaves behind, 
Divine Inftrudtions printed on the Mind* 

But the Celeftial Teacher does not lhow, 

The Reafons of his Conduct here below. 

This Heav’nly Converfe is not with intent, 

T’ expofe the Secrets of his Government. 

God by his gtacious Revelations tries, 

Rather to make his Creature Good, than Wife: 
From evil Paths to turn his erring Feet, 

And make him humbly to his God fubmit. 

Who thus preferves the Man, if he obeys 
God’s Admonitions, from pernicious Ways: 

And from thofe Judgments does his Life defend, 
Which on his Head were ready to deftend. 

Oft does th’ Almighty to the Mind convey, 
Divine Inftruttion by a {harper way. 

Sicknefs and Pain at his Command aflail 
The ftrongeft Man, and in th’ Aflault prevail. 
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Ev’n he who profpers in his youthful Pride, 

And feels within a vig’rous, vital Tyde ; 

When e’er the Infection thro’ his Veins is fpred, 
Shall groaning lye extended on his Bed. 

The fecret Poifon will his Beauty blaft, 

Unbrace his Sinews, and his Vigour waft. 

He’ll languifh, and abhor th’ offenfive fight 

Of thofe rich Meats, that were his great delight. 
He who before had fuch a beauteous Air, 

And pamper’d with his Eafe, feem’d plump and fair, 
Does all his Friends ( amazing Change!) furprife 
With pale, lean Cheeks, and ghaftly, hollow Eyes. 
His Bones, a horrid Sight! ftart thro’ his Skin, 
Which lay before in Flelh and Fat unfeen. 

His throbbing Heart in Pain and Labour beats, 

A nd Life purfu’d thro’every Vein, retreats. 

His Friends believe each gafp will end his Toil, 
And Death ftands ready to poflefs her Spoil. 

If then a Man, who does the reft out-fhine 
In facred Knowledge, and in Gifts Divine, 

Some rare and GodJike Meflengei be fent 
To teach the Sick, and bring him to repent ; 

If by his Words the dying Perfon’s Mind 
Is form’d to Virtue, and to Heav n inclin’d ; 

Then he with due Compaflion touch’d, (hall pray 
That God his Mercy would extend, and fay, 

In Pity, Lord, to fpare his Life confent, 

Chaftife, but not deftroy a Penitent. 

Let it fuflfice, that thou didft him Correct, 

And that thy Rod has wrought its due effect. 


Then 
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Then prefently th’ Almighty fhall reftore 
The Health and Eafe, which he erijoy’d before; 
He in his Blood reviving Heat fhall find, 

Renew’d as well in Body, as in Mind. 

Again fhall all his Bones be cloath’d with Flefli, 
That like a Child’s looks beautifully frefh. 

He fhall as bold and vigorous become, 

As when he flourifh’d in his youthful Bloom .* 
When he, his Veins fwoln with a noble Tyde, 
Did in the fullnefs of his Strength confide. 

His humble Prayer fhall be to Heav’n addreft, 

And God well-pleas’d, fhall grant him his requeft. 
He fhall the Houfe of God approach with Joy, 
And his glad Lips in Songs of Praife employ. 

Th’ Almighty teconcil’d, fhall then Acquit, 

And to his Favolir this Poor Man admit. 

Then to his Neighbours round him he’ll confefs 
His Errors paft, arid thus himfelf exprefs. 

Againft th’ Almighty I have finn’d, and he 
For my Offence has juftly puriifh’d me. 

To my defert he fuited a Reward, 

But has my Life in great Compaffiori {par'd. 

He kindly interpos’d his Hand, to fave 
A helplefs Creature, finking to the Grave. 

And more, is pleas’d reviving Hopes to give, 
That I again inWealth and Joy fhall live. 
Therefore, let all his wondrous Goodnefs praife, 
That finds t* admonifh Man fo many ways. 

To turn him from the evil Paths, that led 
His Feet fo near the Chambers of the Dead. 
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To raife him from the Grave to live in Peace, 

And fee his Riches and his Friends increafe. 

Mark well, O Job, for this is thy concern, 

And I’ll inftrutt thee on, if 1 difcern ? 

Thou art difpos’d attentively to learn. 3 

Or if what I advance thou canft deny, 

And to the Reafons I have urg’d reply; 

A fpeedy Anfwer to my Reafons give, 

Before th’ important Subject I revive. 

For ’tis my ardent With thou Ihouldft appear 
From every Crime, and every Error, clear. 

But if thou think’ft my Words have weight and force, 
Continue to attend to my Difcourfe. 


Gi,xxxiv After a paufe, Job making no reply, 

The wife young Man proceeded thus: Should I 

; 

Prefume to judge alone in fuch a Caufe, 

I fhould receive Contempt, and not Applaufe: 
Wherefore to you who Knowledge have acquir’d, 
Who are as Men of mighty Reach admir’d: 

To all the Wife among you I appeal; 

For Truth to you her Secrets will reveal. 

As by the Palate various Meats are try’d, 

So does the Mind what’s true or falfe decide. 

Let us a ftrift Examination make, 

That we in judging may right Meafures take. 

I ,et us the matter carefully debate, 

Let us the weighty Subjeft juftly ftate. 


For 
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For Job aflerts his Innocence, and fays, 

U My Heart is pure, and Righteous are my Ways* 
<c Yet God in my Affliction takes Delight, 

And tho I pray, denys to do me Right. 

<c Evafions I’ll not ufe in-my Defence, 

W Nor fhall a Lye fupport my Innocence. 

£ I muft aflert, I have not Juftice found, 
c Mine, tho’ a fatal, is a cauflefs Wound. 

A Man, like Job, fay, have you ever known 
So Arrogant, and fo Licentious grown ? 

One, who inftead of honouring his God, 

And humbly fufflring his Chaftifing Rod, 

Juftice Divine prefumptuoufly arraigns, 

And of h,is Wrongs receiv’d from Heav’n, complains? 
Who boldly does contemptuous Language vent 
Againft th’ Almighty, and his Government. 

Who joyns himfelf with th’ Irreligious Crew, 

And {peaks of God, juft as the Wicked do. 

He feems this impious DoCtrine to defend, 

That tho’ a Man Ihould all his Days contend 
To pleafe his God, yet fhould he nothing gain; 
And therefore all Religion is in vain. 

Ye Wife, to whom I firft my felf addreft, - 

At this, what Paffions rife within your Breaft ? s 
Say, do not you fuch impious thoughts deteft ? J 
Can God the facred .Rules of Right tranfgrefs, 

God who does all things in himfelf poflefs ? 

He by his full and rich Sufficiency, 

Is from Temptation to Injuftice free. 
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He on his Independent Throne fecure, 

No favour courts, and dreads no greater Power. 

Th’ Almighty fo much weaknefs ne’er betrays, 

But deals with Man according to his Ways. 

Ne’er is the bold obdurate Sinner fpar’d, 

Nor does the Righteous mifs a juft Reward. 

Sure none can cenfure me when I aflert, 

Our great Creator cannot Right pervert. 

Who (hall of Fraud or Violence condemn 
Nature’s Defpotic Lord, and Judge fupream ? 

Is there a Being of fuperiour Sway, t 

Whofe Laws oblige th’ Almighty to obey ? > 

For which of all his Kingdoms does he Homage pay ?3 
With his great Power what Prince does him entruft, 
Whofe Frowns fhould him incline to be unjuft ? 

He that with all Perfections does abound, 

He muft with perfect Juftice too be crown’d. 

His Mind without a Stain fhines pure and bright, 
No Spot appears in uncreated Light. 

He who is Lord of all can injure none, 

Whate’er he takes, he but refumes his own. 

All Beings are the Creatures of his Power, 

And only while he pleafes, they endure. 

Should he recall the Breath and Vital Fire, 

With which at firft he did our Breafts infpire, 
Mankind would perifh, and to Common Duft 
Would ftrait return, from whence they came at firft. 
If thou art Wife thefe Obfervations mind, 

And well attend to what is yet behind. 
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The God from whom that Truth and Juftice flow, 
Which we obferve in Kings that Rule below ; 

He who with Power does Potentates entruft 
Only for Good, can he be ,thought unjuft ? 

Should we Terreftrial Kings as Tyrants blame, 
Their Wrath Would fhow how they abhor the Name- 
]f to inferiour Rulers We objeft 
That they in judging Law and Right negled; 

Would they th’ opprobrious Language tamely bear? 

; * 

When thus provok’d, would they the Offender fpare ? 
How impious then is that envenom’d'Tongue, 

That dares th’ Almighty charge with doing wrong ? 
By him great Conqu’rors are efteem’d no more 
Than Captives, nor the Wealthy than the Poor. 

All Men before him ftandon equal ground; 

There Kings and Slaves areundiftinguiftrd found. 
On all alike he executes his Laws, 

And Judges not the Perfon, but the Caufe. 

The High and Low, the Rich and Needy are 
Alike his Creatures, and alike his Care. 

Can he be over-aw’d? will he to make 
Unjuft Decrees, a Bribe in fecret take ? 

Will he the Power of mighty Monarchs dread ? 

His Arm can in a moment ftrike ’em dead. 

He can affright whole Nations, and deftroy 
Great Empires, when they fetled Peace enjoy. ; ' 
When a proud Prince is ripe for Vengeance grown, 
Tho’ God by humane means oft pulls him down, 

Yet he without them can his Foe dethrone. 

U i 



For 
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for Powers unfeeri defcending thro* the Air, 
Shall far away the trembling Tyrant bear. 




His vaft and wide Creation God furveys, 
Views all his Subjects, and remarks their Ways. 
He fees our Thoughts firft riling in the Mind, 
Knows what we do, and how we are inclin’d. 
Therefore th’ Almighty cannot thro’ miftake. 

Or ignorance, a wrong Decifion make. 

A Judge that cannot err, unbiafs’d, free 
From Hopes and Fears, can’t make an ill Decree. 
Evafive Arts in vain the Wicked ufe, 

Their Crimes in vain they labour to excufe. 

No Mill before th’ Almighty’s Eye can dwell, 
Whofe piercing Beams will blackeft Shades difpel, 
Shades from the dark and deepeft Caves of Hell. 
Therefore as God will ne’er our Guilt enlarge, 
Nor on us Crimes we ne’er committed charge ; 
So when for Judgment he appoints a day, 

He’ll the Judicial Sentence not delay, 

To hear what Man, for his excufe can fay. 

He calls no Witnefs, no Enquiry needs, 

But ftrait to Condemnation he proceeds. 

* » 

He breaks the Mighty, pulls the Tyrant down, 
And raifes others to the vacant Throne. 

Thefe wrathful Strikes infli&ed juftly, fhow, 

He does th’ Offences and th’ Offender know. 

On thefe he doubles his avenging blows, 

And marks them out as Heav’n’s notorious Foes. 



The 
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The Wretches are expos’d to publick fight, 

Objects of Vengeance others to affright. 

Becaufe they hated Virtue’s Heav’nly way, 

And would not God’s moft equal Laws obey: 

But crufh’d the Needy with Tyrannic Pride, 
Whilft humbly they to Heav’n for Juftice cry’d. 
And when fuch poor, affli&ed Creatures cry, 

The God of Mercy will not help deny. 

At laft th’ Almighty will proud Kings dethrone* 
Beneath whofe Yoke the ruin’d People groan. 

Tho’ they would Pious feem, and Zeal pretend 
For Publick Good, Deftruttion is their end. 

Left their Examples which Contagious are, 
Should by degrees the Peoples Minds enfiiare. 

Therefore let all in Mifety and Pain 
Sufpefit themfelves, and not of God complain. 

Let them to God fuch words as thefe addrefs, 
u Juft are my Sufferings, freely I confels. 
u Nor will I now commit a frefh Offence 
u By pleading at thy Bay my Innocence. 
w Teach me thy Will, my Ignorance inftrudt, 
u And thro’ the Paths of Life my Feet conduct. 
u Before my Eyes thy Heav nly Light difplay, 
u Which may both cheer, and guide me in my way. 
tc Forgive my Sin, my inward Peace reftore, 
u Have I offended, I'll offend no more. 

Say, Job , didft thou in luch an humble way, 

E’er due Submiflion to th’ Almighty pay ? 
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If thou this wholefome Counfel doft defpife, 

Be fure thy ftubborn Folly he’ll chaftife. 

Job may the method I propofe refufe, 

Which I, were I in his Diftrefs, would chufe. 
Tell therefore, Job , what thy Opinions are, 

Or let Judicious Men their Senfe declare, 

For I fuch Judges ask in this Affair. 

Tome, as impious Job's Difcourfe^ found, 

And with egregious Errors they abound. 

He argues on a Capital miftake, 

That does thp Pillars of Religion (hake. 
Therefore that he may yet be farther try’d, 

I wifh his fharp Affliction may abide; 

Till he retradi his Words, which God arraign, 
Til! he no more of Providence complain. 

Elfeto the paft he’ll frefli Rebellion add, 

And juftify what he has rafhly faid. 

He will applaud his Wifdom, and relate, 

That he the Conqueft won in this Debate. 
Harden’d in Folly he’ll his Crimes repeat, 

And Heav’n with more indecent Language treat. 
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Did thus th* important Argument purfue. 

To th’ uncorrupted Judge within thy Rreaft 
Thy Confidence I appeal; will that atteft 
That thou believ’d wtlat thou haft boldly faid, 
That JoZ»does God in Righteoufnefs exceed ? 


ft 
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To any other meaning who can wreft 

% 

Thefe Irreligious Words by thee expreft ? 

M Does ever God the leaft concernment (how 

u Whether I’m Juft and Innocent, or no ? 

K What Profit fhall I reap by being fo ? 

I will a fhort, but a full anfwer give 
To thee, and thofe that thus of God believe. 

Then up to Heav’n caft thy admiring Eyes, 

View the bright Orbs, and Clouds, and diftant Skies. 

■ « 

High as they are, they’re by th’ Almighty’s Throne 
In height, as much as thou by them, outdone. 

Therefore, O Job , the moft atrocious Crime 
Thoudar’ft commit, can never injure him. 

Nor can his perfect Happinefs be lefs, 

- k « 

Should thou grown bold, and hard in Wickednefs, 

By multiply’d Affronts thy Hate of God exprefs. 

Nor can he e’er the leaft advantage reap, 

Shouldft thou revere him, and his Precepts keep. 

But do not thence this falfe Conclufion draw, 

’Tis therefore fruitlefs to obey his Law. 

# * 

Thee and thy Sons thy Goodnefs will avail, 

And Heav’nly Bleffings on thy Houle entail. 

And thy Injustice and Impiety, 

Tho’ not to God, will hurtful be to thee. 

Nor does the Mifchief thee alone refpedt, 

The Crimes of mighty Men Mankind affefr. 

When Men of Wealth and Power Oppreflbrs turn, 

They always make their SuffrringNeighbours mourn. 




The 
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The lamentable Crys of Realms oppreft, 

What Evils wild Injuftice brings, atteft. 

Crufh’d, and infulted by Tyrannic Might, 

To the Juft God they cry aloud for Right: 

Who tho’ unhurt himfelf, touch’d with the lenfe 
Of their (harp Sufferings, will be their Defence. 
Tho’ ’tis a true, but fad Remark, that none 
Of thefe poor Wretches who their Fate bemoan ; 

Do ever with a ferious Mind enquire, 

After the God who did their Breath infpire: 

Who cannot therefore only Eafe beftow. 

And Comforts give to moderate their Woe. 

But midft their greateft Sorrows can employ 
Their Mouths in Songs, and fill their Breafts with joy. 
’Tis ftrange, that Man has fo far loft his Sight ; 

Has not th’Almighty giv’n to guide him righf, 4 
Reafon, a Portion of Etherial Light ? 

By which he is enabled to col left, 

That he who does with tender care proteft 
Brute Beafts and Birds, will never'Man negleft: 

If we not only by complaining fhew 
Our Wants, asthofe unreafoning Creatures do; 

But of our paft Offences do repent, 

And of his Goodnefs humbly confident, 

Our Supplications to our God prefent. 

He 11 not, ’tis true, extend his Arm to fave 
All that Compaflion and Proteftion crave. 

For many to their God in Trouble cry, 

From fenfe of Suffering, not of Piety. 




To 
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To Pity he’s inclin’d, but will not fave 
Th’ Impenitent, tho’ they his Pity crave. 

Thofe who his Worfhip and his Laws defpife, 

In vain repeat their Prayers, and gracelefs crys. 
And therefore tho’ of God thou doft complain, 
That thou haft waited for his Aid in vain; 

Yet do hot thence infer, that he’s unjuft; 

But go and humbly proftrate in the Duft, 

* 

Condemn thy Self, and for his Mercy wait, 

To refcue thee from thv afflicted State. 

For ’tis becaufe th’ Almighty cannot find 
Thefe pious Inclinations in thy Mind, 

That he this weight of Trouble on thee lays, 
And difregards thy former profp’rous Days. 
Hereafter thy complaining. Speeches fpare, 
Which fruitlefs and unreafonable are ; 

And which, befides thy other Wants and Woes, 
Thy want of Senfe and Piety expofe. 


To this Difcourfe Job gave attentive heed, 
Which made the young Inftruder thus proceed: 
I now more fully will impart my Senfe, 

And urge frefh Arguments in God’s defence. 
His fpotlefs Juftice I will vindicate, 

Decide with clearnefs this perplex’d Debate. 
Nor will I labour to entangle thee 
With artful words, and cheating Sophiftry. 

/ . 

/ 

I 

X 
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I the fublimeft Principles will ufe; ^ 

Sincere and plain, and folid Realons chufe, > 
Fit to convince the Mind, not to amufe. J 

Know then, that God whofe Throne furmounts the Sky 
Will ne’er the meaneft, lowed Man defpire. 

Th’ Almighty is too Good, too Wife, too Great, 

His Creature e’er injurioufly to treat. 

When Men grow ripe in Wickednefs, the Day 
Of their DeftruCtiort God will not delay* 

The Wretches he’ll extirpate, and reftore 
To Shyes their Eafe, their Subftance to the Poor. 
What Sufferings e’er the Good and Righteous bear, 
They never ceafe to be th’ Almighty’s Care. 

And fometimes he exalts them from the Duff, 

To Polls of higheff Dignity and Trull. 

They round the Thrones of Kings as Fav’rites Hand, 
And next to them in Power, the World command. 
They reft fecure above the reach of all 
Who hate their Virtue, and defign their Fall. 

Or if by adverfe Fate they are diftreft, 

And by Affliction's Iron Rod oppreft, 

This is to make them on their Faults reflect. 

Which God is pleas’d in Kindnefs to correct; 

Sin’s growing Power and Greatnefs to reftrain, 

Left in their Hearts it Ihoiild Victorious reign. 

Men are hereby inlighten’d, and the Mind 
To hear Divine InllruCtion is inclin’d. 

They for their Raults their Sorrow will declare, 
Refolv’d from Virtue’s Rule no more to err. 
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And if their Pains produce this bleft effect, 

If thus their Faults and Follys they correft, 

If they a Zeal for Piety maintain, 

They (hall their Splendour and their Power regain. 

And bleft by gracious Heav’n in all their ways, 

Shall pafs in unmolefted Peace their Days. 

But if they perfevere to difobey, 

God (hall the unrelenting Rebels flay. 

Enrag’d againft them he lhall take the Field, 

And Darts of Fire, and Bolts of Thunder vveild. 

Then (hall his Sword with horrid Sway defcend, 

To cut off thofe, his Rod could ne’er amend- 
Falfe Hpocrites, to Vengeance deftin’d, lay 
Wrath up in Stores, againft the wrathful Day. 

Suddain Deftru&ion on their Heads lhall fall, 

Before the Wretches can for Mercy call. 

Their Life’s fhortCourfe ends at the middle Stage, 

Crulh’d in the Vigour of their Manly Age. 

Unthought of Ruin (hall their Seats furprife, 

Like that which Rain’d on Sodom from the Skies. 

But God is touch’d with Pity to the Poor, 

And faves the humble, who his Aid implore. 

He is to thefe, ev’n in his Anger, kind, 

Affli&s the Body, to inftrudt the Mind. 

His Strokes are (harp, but ftrike out heav’nly Light, 

Whereby th’ afflicted Jearn to judge aright; 

Their Eyes are open’d to difcern their Sin, 

And Night without, difpels the Night within. 



Had ft thou thy humble Will to Gods refign’d, 

And born Correction with a patient Mind, 

When with his Rod he had thy Virtue prov’d, 

He would have all thy grievous Pains remov’d. 

Thy hideous train of Woes he had difcharg’d, 

And thee from all thy pinching Straits enlarg’d. 

He would have made thy Table to abound, 

And thee with lading Peace and Honour crown d. 
But lince thy impious, rafh Difcourfes (hew, 

Job thinks of Heav’n as Unbelievers do; 

God will aflert the Honour of his Laws, 

And Judgment give according to thy Caufe. 

Since then thou findft th’ Almighty is difpleas’d, 
Fear, left his Fury Ihould be yet increas’d. 

Let not thy Crimes afrelh his Wrath provoke, 

To cut thee off with his avenging Stroke. 

► 

Doft thou believe he does thy Wealth regard, 

Or can thy Power thy Punifhment retard ? 

No, tho % a Soveraign Lord thou wert, pofleft 
Of all the Strength and Treafure of the Eaft. 

That Power or-Wealth can ferve thee, do not dream, 
Pleale not thy felf with fuch an idle Scheme. 
Never thy felf with fuch vain Hopes delight, 

Not ev’n in muling on thy Bed by Night. 

For God whole Nations who foft Peace enjoy’d, 
Sometime^ with fuddain Vengeance has deftroy’d. 
But let thy Suff’rings teach thee fo much Senfe, 
Offended Juftice never to incenfe. 

Too much of this thou haft already done, 

Too much thy Sin, too much thy Folly Ihown : 


While 
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While thou didft rather Providence accufe, 

Then patiently to bear Affliction, chufe. 

Confider, Job, God’s vaft and boundlefs Power, 
He does debafe at pleafure, and reftore. 

What Statelman (hall invite him to his School, 

To teach th’ Almighty how he ought to Rule ? 
Who can the Mailer that directs him, name ? 

i . • " 

What Vifitor does his Proceedings blame ? 

Where is the Cenfbr that prefumes to fay 
Here thou haft err’d, here thou haft kept thy way ? 
Againft thy God no more Objections raife, 

But let the Contemplation of his Ways 
Excite thy Admiration and thy Praife. 

The wonders of his Providence adore, 

As much as Men admire the marks of Power, 

Of Wifdom, and of mafterly Defign, 

Which in the World’s amazing Fabrick fhine. 

All muft the Maker’s Skill Divine prpclaim, 

Who view the Parts of this ftupendous Frame. 
None are fo ftupid, none fo dull of Thought, 

Ev’n in the Barbarous Regions far remote, 

But, if their Eyes they open, muft defcry 

9 

The bright Impreffions of his Majefty. 

They’l own their Reafoning at its utmoft ftretch, 
His boundlefs Power and Wifdom cannot reach. 
They may their Arms from Pole to Pole extend, 
And fooner grafp the Spheres, then comprehend 
Th’ immenfe Eternal Mind; for who can fhow 
The number of his Days, that no Beginning know 
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Our Thoughts their way in fuch Enquirys mils, 
Overwhelmed, and fwallow’d in the vaft Abyfs. 
When we approach him, his too glorious Light 
Quite dazles, and confounds our feeble Sight. 

He does in Air the fluid Clouds fuftain, 

Which he diflolves and melts to Dew or Rain. 

Which falling down in fmall refrelhing drops, 
Difpofe the Earth to bring forth fruitful Crops. 
Thus to the Earth its Vapours he reftores, 

And makes the Clouds diftil fuch frequent Showers, 
As lookers on with Admiration fill 
Of this Contrivance, this furprifing Skill. 

And who has Underftanding to declare 
How he extends his Clouds, and makes the Air 
The pondrous Burden of the Water bear ? 

Who can account for that tremendous Noife, 

Thole awful Murmurs, and Majeftic Voice 
Which [flue thence, and terribly declare, 

That God has fixt his high Pavilion there. 

Obferve too how he fpreds upon the Streams, 

And on the Deep, the Suns diffufive Beams. 

Where for the Clouds they levy frefh Supplys, 

And raife Recruits of Vapours which arife, 

Drawn from the Sea to mufter in the Skys: 

Which he for different purpofe does employ ; 

Some ferve in Storms the Wicked to deftroy. 

Others refrefh the Earth with genial Rains, 

And make his Fields reward the Farmer s Pains. 
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Sometimes he draws his hovering Miffs between 
The Heav’ns and Earth, and makes hi? Clouds a Screen 
To intercept the Light, and fo defeat 
The Fruits and Flowers of their expefted Heat. 

Brute Beafts themfelves, by Nature’s inftintt Wife, 

When they obferve the gath’ring Clouds arife, 

Can tell, if Storms and Tempefts are defign’d, 

Or if fweet Showers will to the Soil be kind. 

When Clouds with murm’ring Thunder laden roll, C.XXXVII* 

The dreadful Noife affrights my trembling Soul. 

A noife, at which pale Afheiffs are diftreft, 

And feel a lhiv’ring Hofror in their Breaft. 

t, i 

A noife which makes the Righteous Man revere, 

Th! Almighty’s Judgments with a pious Fear. 

Attend, I pray, to this Tempeftuous found, 

Which breaking from the Clouds, does all around 
Diffufe and propagate its Force, and you 
Will the like Terror and Coiifufion fhew. 

This dreadful Voice which Heav’n’s high Arches fliakes. 

Thro’ all the Airy Realms its progrefs makes. 

Th’ Almighty to the World’s remoteft Ends, 

His Red-wing’d Lightning always with it lends. 

Firft from the Clouds the flafhing Flames appear, 

Then fearful Claps of Thunder ftrike the Ear. 

The noife augments, till Storms of Rain or Hail 
Defending thro’ the Air, the Earth aflail. 

He that his Thunder with fuch Force projects, 

Produces other wonderful Effects ; 
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By which th$ greateft Wits confounded, own 
Their Reafon and ;Phi lafophy outdone. 

He moulds, and whitens in the Air the Snow, 

And with its Fleeces breads the Earth below- 
He bids the Rain defcend in gentle Showers, .; 

Or from the Clouds vaft Spouts of Water pours. 
Which interrupt the Labour of the Day, 

And drives th’.qpwilling Husbandman away ■ 

From all his rural toyl, and makes him know, 

That God the Seafons governs here below. 

The Beafts themfelves thefe ftormy Seafons chafe 

i 

From the wide Defart, to their lurking Place. 

They flumbring in their Dens are forc’d to flay, 

And in their Sleep purfue, and tear their Prey. 

• m J * * 

% 

Mark from the Southern Regions of the Sky, 

The Winds that blow, are turbulent and high. 

Thefe on their Wings do Foreign Tempefts bear, 

And charg’d with Seeds of Storms, and Stores of War, 
Unload conflicting Meteors in the Air. 

. . ■ 'V 

Then in the Northern quarter of the Skys, 

i 

By his Direction adverfe Winds arife, 

. * 

Which to remove the former are employ’d, 

To purify and clear th* Aerial Void. 

He by the blafts of this reftringent Wind, 

Does the ColdXplobe in Cryftal Fetters bind. 

To Glafs they turn the Lakes on which they blow, 
Benumb the Floods, and teach them not to flow. 



He fpends in Dew the Evening Mifts, that flay 
And lag below, drawn by a fainter Ray, 

Spent with th’ exhaling labour of the Day. 

Sometimes the Lord of Nature in the Air 
Hangs evening Clouds, his Sable Canvas, where 
His Pencil dipt in Heav’nly Colours, made 
Of intercepted Sunbeams mixt with Shade, 

Of temper’d Ether, and refraded Light, 

Paints his fair Rainbow, charming to the Sight. 

Thele Meteors are direded by his Hand, 

And move, and take their‘Courfe by his Command. 

So do the reft that this low Region fill; 

And on the Earth they execute his Will. 

Sometimes a finful Nation to deftroy : 

He Peftilential Vapours does employ. 

Which their Clandeftine poifon’d Darts prepare, 

And with Corruption arm th’ infeded Air. 

O’er all the Land their Forces they diffufe', 

And panting Thirft, and'purple Plagues produce. 

But if he’s pleas’d his Bounty to exprefs, 

And will with Plenty pious Nations blefs : 

Then fruitful Dews defcend at his Command, 

And healthful Seafons make a happy Land. 

op, Attention give, no more objed, 

To God, no more on Providence refled. 

Rather his Counfels and his Rule adore, 

Admire his Works, and Reverence his Power. 

Canft thou declare what Orders from above 
Will come, by which thefe Meteors are to move? 

Y Canft 
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Canft thou by all thy Skill fo much as know, 

When in the Clouds he’ll draw his beauteous Bow ? 
Canft thou, prefumptuous Man, the way declare, 
How pondrous Clouds hang ballanc’d in the Air ? 
Canft thou expole fuch Secrets to the Light, 

The wondrous Works of W ifdom Infinite ? 

Whence come thefoultry Gleams and fcorching Heat^ 
When we beneath our lighteft Garments fweat ? 
Why ftiould the Southern Breezes calm the Floods, 
Make foft the Air, and drefs in Green the Woods-? 
How fhould they breath thro’ all the heaving Soil 
Prolific Warmth, to blefs the Labourer’s toil, 

When from the South fuclji furious Whirlwinds rife, 
And ftormy Clouds pollute and vex the Skys. 

But now, O Job, proceed, and raife thy thought 
To Obje&s nobler, higher, more remote. 

Wert thou in Council with th’ Almighty joyn’d, 
When he the Model of the Heav’n’s defign’d ? 

To fafhion them didft thou Afliftance give ? 

What Ornament, what Strength didft thou contrive? 
When he extended o’er the empty Space 
His high Pavilion, where was then thy Place ? 
Didft thou one end of the wide Curtain hold, 

And help the Bales of Ether to unfold ; 

Tell which Cerulean Pile was by thy hands unroll’d ? 
Tho’ this tranfparent, Starry Firmament 
Is fo fublime, and of fiich vaft Extent, 

That it confounds our weak and feeble Sight, 

Yet is it firm, a6 weU as dear and bright. 
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If thou haft Skill, inftruft us what to fay 
Of Power Divine, and well Attention pay. 

We own, when e’er our Minds attempt to climb; 

To Objefts fo unequal, fo fubJime ; 

Our baffled Thoughts can ; no, Dil cove'ry > boa ft, 

But are Confounded, and in Wdnder loft. 

What words that fuit the Cafe can I exprefs ? 

Or what to God, worthy of : God, addrefs ? 

He that of God would a Defcription give, 

Will with a Task infuperable ftrive. : ■ 1 v: 

Let him his Reafon ftretch, he’ll quickly[find^ ; U ■ 
The mighty Object will diftraft his Mind. : ■ 1 ■ • ■ 

The fteddieft Head will turn at fuch a height, ; 

Who can undazled, gaze at uncreated Light ? 

The hardy Men that make the bold Eflay, 

Immenfity of Being to furvey, 

Are loft in that unfearchable Abyfs, 

In BoundlefsPower, and.vaft, unmeafurd Blifs. 
Giddy with Splendour, and excefs of Day, 

They in a Maze of Glory mifs their way. 

For Men alafs, their Eyes fo feeble are, 

Cannot the Sun’s Meridian Luftre bear, 

When Northern Winds havefwept and clear’d the Air. 
Then fure with Terror feiz’d, they lhould decline 
The awful Sight of Majefty Divine. 

That Majefty from which we fhould retire, 

And at a diftance humbly fhould admire. 

A nd not too far into its Nature pry, 

Or gaze upon it with a curious Eye. 
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For after all th’ Attempts we make, we find 
Our Reafon cannot grafp th’ Eternal Mind. 

So Boundlels, fo Tranfcendent is his Might, 

So Wife his Condudf' his Decrees fo right, 

That no Man fhould debate th’ Almighty’s Deeds, 

Or ask a Reafon why he thus proceeds. 

If any do, God who does allfurmount 
As Soveraign Lord, need give them no account. 

And this fhould humble Admiration draw 
From mortal Man, and make him ftand in Awe. 

This fhould their peevifh Arguments confute, 

And teach them to Adore, and not difpute. 

For God regards the Meek, but does defpile 
The proud conceited Man, and in his Eyes 
All Men are Fools, who in their own are Wife. 

m 

C.XXXVIII Then did th’ Almighty quit his high Abode, 

And on the Winds his fwift-wing’d Courfers rode. 
Involv’d in Darknefs, down the Skyshe came, 

Whirlwinds before him flew, and Storms of ruddy Flame. 
The trembling Poles their Terror did exprels, 

And flying Hills their dreadful Fright confefs. 

All Nature felt a Reverential Shock j; 

The Sea amaz’d, flood ftill to fee the Mountains rock. 
Approaching near the place th’ Eternal fpoke, 

And from an opening Cloud thefe awful Accents broke. 



Where art thou Job, who by thy grofs miftake, 
Dofi falfe Conftruttions of my Actions make ? 
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Gird 
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Gird up thyLoyns, O Man, prepare to ftand 
Before a Judge, that comes at thy demand. 

I will thy Wifdom and thy Knowledge try, 

And to my Queftions, if thou canft, reply. 

Say, what wert thou, who could thy Station find, 

When by the Model in my Brea ft, defign’d 
Before all Ages, I was pleas’d to reer 
The Frame of this capacious Theater ? 

Tell, if thou canft this pitch of Knowledge reach, 

Whence for my World did I Materials fetch ? 

Haft thou the unexhausted Mines explor’d 

In Chaos Bowels, which fupplys afford ? 

* 

Know’ft thou the Strength and Skill that I employ’d, 

To dig out Matter from an empty void ? 

Know’ft thou how walking o’er the lonefome Plains 
Of antient Night, I found the wealthy Veins 
Of Stones and Metals, which her Womb contains. 

Canft thou declare by what ftupendous Art, 

1 fquar’d, and fhap’d, and fitted every Part ? 

How for the World I mark’d a proper place, 

And with what Compafs, circumfcrib’d the Space? 

How from the barren Waft I took in Ground, 

Enclos’d it for a World, and fenc’d it round ? 

On what think’ft thou are its Foundations plac’t ? 

What Cement binds and knits the Fabrick faft ? 

When I to work upon the World begun, 

And of the Building laid the Corner Stone, 

Know’ft thou how foon the World’s high Cafe was reer’d? 
How foon the wide expanded Roof appear’d ? 
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When all the Seraphs, whofe Celefti^l Race, 

The Morning Star in Luftfe, farfurpafs; 

The firfbborn Sons of God, my Praifes lung, 

While the glad Heafv’n’s with Acclamations rung. 

► * 
t 

Who plac’d the rocky Doors before the Deep ? 
And did in Tandy Chains the Billows keep ? 

When the difruption of the upper Earth 

Open’d its Worhb, to give the Ocean birth ? 

- - - • 

Which I with Clouds as with a Garment wrap r d, - 

C ^ 

And mifty Mantles oer itsBofom lap’d. 

Did 1 not form a Deep within the Land? 

Did not the watry Troops at my Command, 

March to their Station with obfequious haft, 

And find my rocky Bolts,had bar’d their Prifon faft ? 
Then faid I to the Sea diffus’d around, 

Behold the Frontiers which thy Empire bound ; 
Hither thou may’ft, but may’ft no further roll, 
Thefe Bars fhall thy impetuous Waves controul. 

By Job 1 s appointment does the Sun difplay 
His Morning Beams, and blefsthe World with Day? 
By thy difcretion does the fpringing Light 
To lengthen or contract, the Day or Night; 

Early or later T in fee Eaft appear, 

/ 

Dividing thus the Seafons of the year ? 

Doft thou with wings equip the dawning Ray, 
Thro’ the vaft Gulph of Air to make its way ? 

Ev’n in a moment to compleat its flight, 

And gild the Earth’s remoteft Bounds with Light ? 


Whole 
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Whofe Heav’nly Hays the Shapes of Things reveal* 
And (hew them fair as printed with a Seal: 

Nature that lay before with Shades oppreft, 

Is now with Light, as with a Garment, dreft. 

Light,* by the Guiltdefs peaceably enjoy’d* 

But which obnoxious Criminals avoid ; 

For if detected by its beams, they know 
They muift the Death they Merit undergo. 

Say, haft thou e’er defcended to furvey 
The fecret Springs, that feed the fpacious Sea ? 

Haft thou the Ocean fearedid, and wander’d o’er 
The watry Walks, their Wonders to explore ? 

Did Death e’er meet thee at her Palace Gate ? 

Lead thee thro’ all her Guards, and on thee wait 
To fee her gloomy Throne, and horrid Rooms of State ? 
Did (he her Arms and bloody Trophys (hew, 

And draw her Armys forth for thy review ? 

Did ever Hell its-Realms to thee difclofe, 

To thee its mournful Subjeits e’er expde ? . 

Did it to thee its various Scenes explain, 

Of perfect Grief, and everlafting Pain ? 

I 

Haft thou thy Compafs ever drawn around 
The fpacious plobe, and its Dimenfions found ? 

Say, doft thou know th’ Etherial Mines on high, 
Which the refulgent Oar of Light fupply ? 

Is the Celeftial Furnace to thee known, 

In which I melt that Golden Metal down ? 


Know’ft 
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Know’ll: thou the Magazines, in which I lay 
My Stores, and bright Materials for the Day ? 
Treafures, from whence I deal out Light as fall 
As all my Stars, and lavilh Sun can waft. 

Can’ll: thou defcribe the filent Defart, where 
Imperial Night does her black Standard reer, 

To which her fable Troops, and muft’ring Shades repair. 

Whence fhe her gloomy Partys fends abroad, 

To beat in chafe of Day, th’ Aerial Road. 

Didft thou divide the Empire of the Air, 

And give to Light and Shade an equal lhare ? 

Canft thou to favour this alternate fway, 

By turns extinguilh, and reftore the Day ? 

Haft thou in all the Airy Regions been; 

The Houfes where I work my Meteors feen ? 

In which the Exhalations, which arife 
Born on rebounding Sunbeams thro* the Skys, 

Are thicken’d, wrought, and whiten’d till they grow 
A Heav’nly Fleece, and foftly drop in Snow. 

Haft thou difcover’d how afcending Steams, 

Thinn’d by the Sun’s infinuating Beams, 

Are wrought and temper’d and become fo hard, 

That they to fall in Halftones are prepar’d ? 

Haft thou furvey’d the Magazines on high, 

Where I repofe my loud Artillery ? 

g 

Where I my Arms and Ammunition lay, 

To be employ’d upon the dreadful Day, 

When I againft a linful Land, declare 
Deftrudive Vengeance, and refiftlefs War. 

i 


- When 


169 


A Parapbrafe on JOB. 


When I my keen Etherial Weapons weild, 
And to difcharge my Fury take the Field. 


How does the Light (I ask again ) difplay 
Its radiant Wings and fpred the dawning Day ? 
Who the rich Metal beats, and then with care 
Unfolds the Golden leaves to gild the Fields of Air ? 

Canftthou declare which way the Architect, 

His Cloudy Forges did aloft eredt ? 

How the Metalic Mafs was thither brought 
From which the ruddy Thunderbolts are wrought ? 
At whofe command do Winds whole Tempefts blow • 
That in thofe Forges make the Metal glow ? 

s, • 

How in the Air are Trains of Sulphur found, 

Which,when with watry Clouds encompafs’d round, 

* 

Take Fire, and give imprifon’d Lightning birth, 

Which tears the Air, and terrifys the Earth ? 

* ' 

How are the Heav nly Aquedudfs contriv’d, 
Whence fruitful Floods are to the Earth deriv’d ? 
With which refrefh’d the fandy Wildernefs, 

Do’s in its chearful looks its joy exprefs ; 

When like a healing Balm diftilling Rains, 

(Cement their Wounds, and cure the gaping Plains. 

’ # 

With all their Fibrous Mouths the Plants and Tree s 

• 1 

Drink the fweet Juices and their Thirft appeafe. 
The riling Sap thrufts forth the tender Bud, 

And crowns with verdant Honours all the Wood. 


If thou art Matter of the fecret, (hew 
How drops of Rain are form’d, and how the Dew. 

Z 


How 
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How is the Dew arrefted in its flight, 

Congeal’d, and whiten’d in the Air by Night ? 

How do’s it fpred its Froftwork o’er the Meads, 

« • P 

Opprefs the Trees, and bend their hoary Heads ? 

What is the nature of the Icy chain i 

Which do’s the fluid Element reftrain. 

Which oft compels a rolling Flood to Hand, • • . ’ 
Hardens the Stream, and makes the Water Land ?!.- t 
G rown ftiff with Cold the Billows roll no more” ' 

But with their Cry ftal Arms embrace the rocky Shore. 
Pavements of Glafs conceal the Oceans Face, 

And Armour like his fpacious backencafe. 

Canft thou keep back the Spring ? 'dofe opening FlowrSj 
And fprouting Plants reftrain, wheh : kindly •' Show rs 

1 * ■ • 

From Heavn defcend, caus’d by the Influence 

. • \ * p 

And Luftre which thePleiadsr difpence ? ■ * 

y' ' ' ‘ ' 

Canft thou in Winter break' the Frofty Chains, 

With which Orion binds the flipp’ry Plains ? 

, * 

And then to fit it for the Farmer s ufe,' 

Thro’ all the heaving Soil prolific heat drffufe ? 

Canft thou with Conftellations fill the Skies, 

1 

And in his turn make Mazzaroth arife ? 

Canft thou Arffums guide around the Pole, 

And bid his fhining Sons in Order roll ? 

Know’ll thou th’ eternal Rules decreed above 

By which the Sphears in fluid Ether move ? 

* 

What to his Crooked Path the Sun confines 
Between the Northern and the Southern Lines ? 

Who gave him ftrength to run fo fwift a pace, 

And fet the Stages of his daily Race ? 


Do 


A Tarapbrafe on JOB* 

Do Planets chufe untrodden Roads, andftray 
By thy Appointment from the common way ? 
Doft thou on Stars their Influence beftow, 

And give them Empire o’er the World below? 
Manag’d by thee will they their Power diffufe, 
To make fuch Seafons here as thou flialt chufe ? 
Will Clouds to Orders giv’n by thee attend ? 

V » 

And if thou call’d: for Rain, will Rain defcend ? 
At thy Command will ready Lightnings fly, 

And Peals of Thunder ring around the Sky ? 
Who Godlike Wildom did to Man impart ? 

And who with Underftanding fill’d his Heart ? 
Didft thou infpire him with this Ray divine ? 
Was it thy Bounty Job , or was it mine ? 

Who can the number of the Clouds enroll, 

Which fpred the Atmofphere from Pole to Pole? 
Canft thou the Liquor which they hold reftrain, 
Or on the Earth pour down the Bottled Rain ? 

I 

When from above fufficient Showers have bound 

j 

The dufty Glebe,and clos’d the cleaving Ground, 
Canft thou the Sluces fix, the Waters ftop, 

And in their floating Cifterns (hut them up ? 

Are Forreft Beafts by thee with Food fupply’d. 
For hungry Lyons do’s thy Care provide ? 

If an old Lyon, that can now no more 
( His vigor wafted ) range the Defart o’er, 
Couch’d in his Den (hall watch to feize his Prey, 
Thither doft thou th’ uncautious Fawn betray ? 
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■ 1 

Or do’s the Raven tin thy Care depend ? 1 

Doft thou their Portion to his Young Ones fend ? r 
Doft thou thus far thy Providence extend ? J 

r * % - 

■ 9 

c xxxix. Know’ft thou the Time when the wild Goats bring forth, 

% 

And to the flinty Rock commit their Birth ? 

Know’ft thou the Months which pregnant Hinds compleati 
And when to Calve they to the Brakes retreat ? 

In Pangs they bow themfelves, and in the Wood 
At once their Sorrows and their Birth exclude. 

The Calves not only all their pains furvive, 

But as with Com fupply’d, grow fat and thrive. 

To feek their Meat they range the Forreft o’er, 

And to the Mother-Hind return no more. 

Who did, 0 Job , to the wild Afle’s Heart 
A noble Sdlfe of Liberty impart ? 

Bravely impatient of the Bit and Rein, 

The Beaft with gen’rous Pride, a Matter do’s difdain. 

He do’s the Crib and proffer’d Corn refufe, 

And Thirties joyn’d with native Freedom chufe. 

From pop’lous Towns, he do’s to Mountains flee, ^ 

Oft Hunger feels, but never Slavery, > 

Whatever are his wants, the noble Beaft is free. J 
No Ignominious Burdens will he bear, 

His Flelh no Driver’s Whips, or Rider’s tear. 

■ r / 

He never pants upon the Sandy Road, 

Choak’d with theDuft, and groaning with his Load. 

The Hills and Forrefts Pafturage afford, 

There he can range, and there command as Lord. 


With 
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With Freedom bleft he’ll not the Defart quit, 

But mocks th’ ignoble Afs, that tamely does fubmit. 

Will the wild Bull, be willing to obey, 

And a tame Lab rer with thy Oxen ftay ? 

Will he receive the Yoke, fubmit to toyl, 

And plough up Furrows in thy fertile Soil ? 

Will he of any Mafter ftand in Aw, 

And the lharp Harrow o’er the Vally draw ? 
Becaufe his Strength is great, wilt thou prefume 
To let him bring thy gather’d Harveft home ? 

•i 

With curious Colours who the Peacock dy’d? 
Whence has his fweeping Train its painted Pride? 
Say, who the Honour to himfelf aflumes, 

Of forming by his skill, the noble Plumes, 

And fpacious Wings which the vaft Oftrich wears; 
Which by her Bulk a feather’d Beaft appears ? 

She does her Eggs to the wild Defart truft, 

And leaves her unform’d Offspring in the Dull:; 
Mean time forgets how foon it may be preft 
And crufht by Trav’Iers, or a roaming Beaft. 

The carelefs Bird do’s from her Yourtg retreat, 
Expetting that the Sand’s prolific Heat, 

Her huge Conceptions, fhould at laft compleat. 
When fhe exalts her Neck amidft the Skys, 

She does the Horfe and Rider’6 Arms defpife. 

Haft thou, O Job, giv’n to the gen’rous Horfe, 
His Confidence, his Spirit and his Force? 
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The deep thick Mane that cloaths the noble Be a ft, 

The graceful Terrof of his lofty Creft, 

Is it thy work ? canft thou his Courage fhake ? 

And make him like a wretched Infect quake ? 

With native Fire his dreadful Noftrils glow, 

And fmoke and flame amidft the Battle blow. 

Proud with Excefs of Life he paws the ground, 

Tears up the Turf, and fpurnsthe Sand around. 

He pricks his Ears when the (brill Trumpet founds, 

And to the Mufic Capers, leaps, and bounds. 

When from afar he hears the Foe’s alarms, 

He forward (prings to meet the Warriour’s Arms. 
Fearlefs he runs on Swords, the Files invades, 

And makes his Paflage thro’ the thick Brigades. 

He mocks the Weapons which the Horlemen weild, 

The ratling Quiver, and the blazing Shield. 

In his fierce Rage he beats and bites the Ground, 

Nor does he ftart at the loud Trumpet’s found: 

Pleas’d with the Martial noife he fnuffs the Air, 

And fmells the dufty Battle from afar, 

Neighs to the Captain’s Thunder, and the (houts of War, 

Didft thou, inftruft the Hawk to rove abroad 
A murth ring Robber on th’ Aerial Road ? 

By thee enabled does he wing his Flight, 

Thro’ the thin Gulph, fwift as a Ray of Light ? 

r ~ 

What Feather’d Trav’ller beats the Plains of Air, 

That with the Eagle’s can his Strength compare ; 

Midft cloudy Meteors that can foar fo high. 

Or with fuch fwiftnels cut the liquid Sky ? 


Gav’ft 
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Gav’ft thou the noble Bird her mighty Force, 

And proper Wings to make her rapid Courfe ? 

Didft thou direct her where to build her Neft, 

Where no Invader flight her Peace moleft ? 

She as a Fortrefs, does her dwelling keep 
Midft craggy Cliffs, infuperably fteep. ; ' [ 

Tow ring upon the Rock’s im^dins Brow, 

She fees with decent Pride fh! ignoble Pitds below } f 
She with a glap^edpes all tfig; Vale furvey* ' r ’ y 
And like a Bolt of Thunder, makes her way ; 

Down thro’ the yeildihg tjeav’ns, to trufs her prey3 
Then to her Young, her crooked Pounces bear i 
The bloody Banqnet fwiftly thro’ the Air. 

fc. 

, \ 

Th’ Almighty paus’d, Job (fpeechlefs ftruck) Jfuppreft, " Ch. xl; 
All his Complaints and Anguifh in his Breaft. 

Th’ Almighty thus proceeded, tell me why 
To my Demands, thou makeft no reply ? 

Have not the Allegations I have brought, 

Inlighten’d thee, and full Conviction wrought ? 

He that defires the Argument to State, 

And would with God his Providence debate, 

To thofe Objections mult Solutions find; 

And more, muft anfwer Queftioris yet behind. 

m 

Then humbly Job return’d: thy heav’nly Light 
Shews me a wretched miferable Wight. 

Confounded and amaz’d,I can’t withftand 
Thy Arguments, nor anfwer one demand; 
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The Words which I have fpoken, tho’ but few, 
Too many are, and high prefumption ftiew. 
Proftrate before thy Footftool, I’ll adore 
Henceforth thy Greatnefs, but will fpeak iio mote, 

t 

Thendidth’ Almighty, from thehov’ringCloud 
In which involv’d, he did ^Glory fliroud^ 

* • i * 

Befpeak the pious Patriarch, arid laid, 

Thou who defir’dft fo much With me to plead: 
Thou whofo much thy Irinocence didftboaft, 

Haft thou thy Courage arid Affurance loft ? 

Gird up thy Loyns as for another task^ 

And anfwer Queftions which I now (hall ask. 

Since 1,0 Job , did ever condelcend 
To all my loweft Creatures to extend 
My Providential Care, canft thou fufpeft, 

That I’ll Mankind, my nobler Work neglett? 
What cannot Job his Innocence maintain, 

Unlefs unjuftly he does God arraign ? 

Muft I then be reproach’d to clear thy Fame ? 

To make thee guiltlels, muft I bear the lhame ? 
To make thy Caufe appear to others right. 

Wilt thou, audacious Man! thy God indift ? 

Doft thou thy kind Creatpr thus requite ? 

Canft thou like God, thy mighty Arm extend, 
To crulh the Proud, the Humble to defend ? 
Canft thou the Heav’ns aftonifli with thy Voice, 
And imitate the Thunder’s dreadful noile ? 
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Canft thou fwift Lightnings on thy Errand fend, 

And will the Meteors thy Commands attend ? 

\ 

In mafiy Robes of State thy Limbs array, 

Thy Triumph and Majeftic Pomp dilplay. 

Thy dazling Crown and coftly Purple wear, 

And on thy Throne Magnificent appear. 

Let Throngs of humble Princes on thee wait, 

And numerous Guards exprefs thy Royal State; 
That by unrival’d Glorys, thou rnayft draw 
Men’s admiration, and excite their Awe. 

Around thee Storms of vengeful Fury throw, 

Let thy definitive Rage opprefs thy Foe ; 

On all the Haughty in Difpleafure frown, 

And make them hang their troubled Faces down. 

o 

Again I fay, let proud Oppreflors ftruck 
With Terror, tremble at thy angry look. 

With thy fierce Rage opprefs the wicked Race, 

Who in their Wealth and Power their fafety place : 
Do thefe great things, and I my felf will grant, 
That independant Job does no Affiftance want. 

But now to humble and amaze thee more, 

To make thee in the Duft thy felf abhor ; 

Remark thy fellow Creature Behemoth , 

ABeaft fo ftrong, of luch prodigious growth, 

That if on Flefh he feafted, what fupplys 
For fuch a mighty Hunger would fuffice ? 

His vaft capacious Belly would confume 

Whole Flocks at once, and numerous Herds entomb. • 
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Such Defolation to prevent, and fpare 
The living World, it was the Maker’s care, 

That pleas’d with Herbs he Ihould incline his Head, 
And like the Ox, fhould graze along the Mead. 

O Man, contemplate with a ferious thought, 

How firm and ftrong his Mufcles all are wrought: 
Not only of his Back and Loyns, bubthofe 

Which his prodigious Belly do enclofe. 

His wondrous Trunk he like a Cedar moves, 

Or a tall Pine, that in the Mountain Groves, 

Are by the Fury of a ftormy Wind, 

With mighty fway from fide to fide inclin’d. 

The vig’rous Sinews of his Thighs, are bound 
Like complicated Cords, all wrap’d and wound, 
And knit fo faft, that to the gen’rous Beaft 
They give fuch Strength, as ne’er can be oppreft. 
Bones firm as Brafs fuftain the pond’rous frame, 

Or Bars of Iron, temper’d in the Flame. 

Tho’ mid ft the various falvage Brotherhoods, 

That range the Mountains, and infeft the Woods, 
Are many Creatures that in Force excel, 

Vaft for their Bulk, for fiercenefs terrible ; 

Yet this chief work of mine, this mighty Beaft, 
Exceeds in Strength and Structure all the reft. 

To wound his Foe, and guard himfelf from harms, 

j 

His wondrous a&ive Trunk, his native Arms, 

To this prodigious Beaft his Maker gave, 

Which he on high does as a Fauchion wave. 

For Pafture he frequents the verdant Plains, 

And grafly Hills, where he a Monarch reigns; 
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To which the Forreft Beafts in Troops refoft, 

And by the Huntflnen unmolefted fport. . 

Thence to the Groves he does for Reft retreat, 

Or to the Covert of a Reedy Seat. 

He lies extended in the fhady Wood, 

Or by the Willo ws that ad ol d the Flood. 

When to the Stream he does his Mouth apply, 

To quench his Thirft, he dfittks the River dry. 

When faint with toil, and panting-with his drought. 

He haftens to the Banks, he makes no dotibt 
But he can ftom Its Channel Jordan draw 
Down his wide Throat, to the deep Gulph his Maw. 

What hardy Mortal can approach his Sight ? 

Who dares attempt a fair and open Fight ? 

By Violence whoever undertook, 

To faften in his Nnfe the fervik: Houk ? - ■ — 

Canft thou ftand Angling on the Banks of Nile, 

And with thy Bait Leviathan beguile ? 

Then ftrike the bearded Iron thro’ his Jaw, 

And thro’ the Flood the flouncing Monfter draw ? 

Haft thou a Line to hold him ? canft tht>u guide, 

And play him with thy Rod along the Tyde ? 

Till (pent and tir’d, thou canft his Strength command, 

And on the Flaggy Bank the gafping Captive Land ? 

Will he, like Men o’etwhelrri’d iti fore diftrefs, 

To thee foft Words, and humble Prayers addfeft ? 

Will he with tender Accents thee entreat, 

Thy pity to excite his moan repeat ? 

A a a 


Ch. Xli: 


Him 
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Him as a menial Servant wilt thou take ? 

• •/ 

Wilt thou a folemn Contraft with him make ? 

• _ 

Will he his Empire o’er the Waters quit ? 

Will he to ferve a Matter e’er fubmit ? 

Will he a tame Domeftic with thee ftay, 

Fawn on thy Sons, and with thy Daughters play ? 
Shall the glad Fifliermen divide the Spoil, 

To recompence their hazard and their toil ? 

Shall ea^h his Portion to the Market bear. 

And to the Merchant fell for Gold his Share ? 

Canft thou his Head with bearded Spears divide, - 
Or pierce die fcaiy Armour of his fide ? 

Suppofe that thou haft Courage to affail 

The furious Beaft, would Spears or Darts prevail ? 

Shouldft thou with Life efcape, his dreadful Rage 

Tbou. wouldfl- TP member, -and 00 more engage. 

The Hopes the braveft Warriours entertain, 

Of Conq’ring him, prefumptuous are and vain. 
Would not the boldeft Mortal, indefpight 
Of all his Courage, at the dreadful fight 
Of fuch a Creature, pale with terror ftand; 

And drop his Weapons from his trembling hand ? 

Is there a Man fo fierce and fearlefs found, 

That dares tho* clad |n Steel, approach the ground 
Where midft the Reads the Monfter lies at eafe, 

And will adventure t > difturb his Peace ? 

Is there a Man, that does not Courage lack, 

% 

To touch the fcaiy (oat that cloaths his Back ? 

The moft intrepid Qiief, that dares advance 

Againft the b r difh’d Sword, and thre? * - : ~ f ' Lance 

. . \ 

J» 
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With Confternation feiz’d, in hafte withdraws, 

Far from the reach of his expanded Jaws. 

Then canft thou Job^ of me be not afraid, 

Who the vaft Beaft, and all his Terrors made? 
Whoe’er on me did Obligations lay, 

Which by my favours I did ne’er repay ? 

To clear the Debt can’t I Rewards beftow, 

Lord of the Worlds above, and this below ? 

» 

But let us more diftin&lyyet explore \ 

The Frame, the comely Parts and wondrous pow’A 
Of my ftupendous Creature, nam’d before. j 
He that his Mouth dares open, would difclofe 
The bloody Throne of Death, long murth’ring Rows 
Of Spearlike Teeth, which fixt on either hand, 
Along his Jaws in dreadful order ftand. 
Impenetrable Scales, like Plates of Brafs • 

In beauteous Figures fet, his Sides encafe. 

Clad in this Coat of Mail, his Martial Pride, 

He does the Spear and glitt’ring Dart deride. 
They’re all fo firmly fixt, fo clofely joyn’d, 

That Air it felf can no admiffion find. 

In ftridl embraces they together grovy, 

/ 

Embraces that can ne’er Divifion know. 

Whene’er he Sneezes, from his Noftrils flies 
A flafh, like Lightning darting thro’the Skys. 

The luftre of his Eyes the Meads adorn, 

Bright as the Saffron Eye-lids of the Morn. 

His reeking Breath breaks from his hollow Throat, 
As from a Forge or Caldron, boiling hot. 
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If hardy Swains his fiiry dare provoke, 

His raging Noftrils belch out Qouds of Smoke. 
From his wide Mouth,mingled with choaking fleam 
Impetuous Sparks fly dut, and fiery Streams. 

His Neck, tho’ not of formidable length, 

Is the Imperial Throne and Seat of Strength. 
Triumphant Terror, with its dreadful Reer, 
Amazement, Sorrow, Woe and ftiivring Fear, 
Marching before, his hideous Pomp compofe, 

And feize on all around him where he goes. 

The folid Strings of his hard Flefh, are wound 
So faft together, and fo firmly bound, 

That Men can fcaroe by Violence or Art, 

Th’ adhering Mufdes, and ftrong Sinews part. 
His unrelenting Heart as Marble hard, 

Did ne’er Companion's tender Moan regard. 
Mercy’s foft Fire did never melt his Breaft, 
Which never Fear, or Pity yet expreft. 

Try all thy Arts, thy Prayers and Tears repeat, 
Thou’t find thou wily doft a Rock entreat, 

All thy recoiling Strokes will but an Anvil beat* 
But if amidft the Waves he reers his Head, 

7 

The moft undaunted Hearts his Prefence dread. 

/ 

Such is their Conftemation, fuch their Fright, 
They know not whithcf to direct their Flight; 
They can’t efcape, non yet abide his fight. 

Let them with Sword in hand the Beaft attack, 
The Steel will break in pieces on his Back. 
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In vain the Spear and Dart th’ Aflailant weilds, 

His Scales are all impenetrable Shields; J 

His harden’d Skin ne’er to the Jav’lin yields. 
Weapons of Iron made of every kind, 

Which the deftru&ive Wit of Man can find ; 

He values as the Bullrufh by the Flood, 

And thofe of Brafs, as Spears of rotten Wood. 

' Thick Showers of Arrows finging thro’the Sky, 

His Courage cannot (hake, and make him fly. 

He counts vaft Stones, with Skill and Fury flung, 
And Darts as Stubble, by th’ Invader flung. 

Againft him when the clam’rous Troops advance, 
He fmiles at Spears, and mocks the threatning Lance* 
The Iharpeft Weapons from his Back recoil, 

And with their Shivers fpred the miry Soil. 

When thro’ the Deep he rolls from fide to fide, 

And tumbles in the Bottom of the Tyde; 

He (hakes the Banks, and troubles all the Waves, 
Like Tempefts loos’d from Subterranean Caves. 

His motion works, and beats the Oazy Mud, 

And with its Slime incorporates the Flood ; 

That all th’ encumber’d, thick, fermenting Stream, 
Does one vaft Pot of boiling Oyntment feem. 
Whene’er he Swims, he leaves along the Lake, 

Such frothy Furrows, fuch a foamy Track, 

That all the Waters of the Deep appear 
Hoary with Age, or Grey withfuddain fear. 

On Earth, in Strength his Equal is not found, 

For tho’ he’s low and creeps along the ground, 
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Yet he the loftieft,proudeft Beaft difdains, 

And o’er the fruitful Vally Monarch reigns. 
The ftrongeft Creatures his dread Prefence fear, 
Whom he in paftime can in pieces tear. 


Ch. xlii. Thefe awful words, in which fo brightly ftiine' 
Wifdom and Power, and Majefty Divine ; 

Did Job awaken, and his Grief renew. 

Setting his Errors fully in his View : 

Who now a juft and free Confeflion made, 

Humbly fubmitted to his God, and faid: 

Thy Wifdom all thy Creatures reach tranfcends, 
Far as thy Will thy Power its Sphear extends. 

All thy Defigns thou wilt at laft compleat, 

No Force or Art'can thy Wife Ends defeat. 

As thou art pleas’d to crulh me, thou haft Power, 
If thou wert pleas’d, my Subftance to reftore. 

Convinc’d by thy Reproofs, I freely own, 

That I have raft), audacious Folly fhown ; 
Vent’ring with Reafon’s fhort and treach’rous Line, 
To found the Depths of Providence Divine. 
Searching the fecret Gounfels of thy Breaft, 

I have prefumptuous Forwardnefs expreft. 

My ralh and unconfider’d Words, and all 
My Cenfures of thy Conduct I recall. 

My ftupid Arrogance I now condemn, 

That made me fpeak on jo fublime a Theme. 

Such Wonders all Created Wit exceed, 

And ftiould our filent Admiration feed. 


Awful, 
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Awful, Myfterioiis Things to be ador’d, 

But not by vain and curious Heads explor’d. 

O, let thy Anger be appeas’d, and hear 
My humble Queftions with a gracious Ear. 

I will no more to Knowledge make pretence, 

Or of thy Power, or of thy Providence. 

Do thou inftrudt me, let thy Heav’nly Light 
Difpel the hov’ring Shades that cloud my Sight. 
Let Truth Divine its glorious Beams difplay, 
Remove the Night, and blefs my Mind with Day. 
Something I own I underftood before, 

Both of thy Wifdom, and thy mighty Power, 
But fince thy dreadful Glory I beheld, 

Thofe Attributes more clearly are reveal’d. 
Wherefore a Sting does in my Bofom flick, 

And felf-difpleafure Wounds me to the quick ; 
When I reflect on my Behaviour paft, 

My bold Afperfions on th’ Almighty caft. 

That I thy Strokes did with Reludtance beat, 

And wifli’d for Death fo oft in my Defpair, 

As if the Righteous Man no longer were thy Gare. 

My arrogant Difcourfes I repent, 

% 

My Charges brought againft thy Government; 
Now drown’d in Tears my Errors I lament. 

I grieve that grown impatient of thy Rod, 

« 

I juftify’d my felf againft my God. 

So much th’ Almighty this Confeflion pleas’d} 
That againft Job his Anger was appeas’d. 
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Then turning, thus to Eliphaz he fpoke, 

But thou, and thefe thy Friends my Wrath provoke. 
For you have all perverfe Conftru&ions made, 

Of thofe Affli&ions 1 on Job have laid. 

Who, notwithftanding all his Faults, I own, 

Has fpoken better far than you have done. 

Sev’n Bullocks then, and Rams as many take, 7 
And go to Job, he (hall Atonement make, f 
Which I’ll accept, for his my Servant’s fake. J* 
He (hall to me his Supplications (end, 

And I to you my Mercy w ill extend. 

Let this be done, left on your guilty Head 
My Vengeance fall, hecaufe as I have faid, 

My ways you wrefted to an evil fenfc, ^ 

And reprefented ill' my Providence, \ 

And would not hear my Servant Job 's defence. j 


Thefe three wife Friends, of Wrath Divine afraid, 
Their due Submiflron to th’ Almighty made, 

And Job to be their Interceflbur pray’d. 

His humble Prayer th’ Almighty did receive, 
And thefe Offenders for his fake forgive. 

While Job this Duty for his Friends difcharg’d, 
God from his Straights the Piatient Mam enlarg’d! 
He now began that Vigour tm reftore, 

A nd all the Bleflings he enjoy’d before. 

Nor did he ceafehis Bounty to repeat, * 

Till he had made him twice aj> rich and great. 
Then all his Friends and Kindred, who a$ Fbes 
Had Job deferted in his Straits and Woes, 


Of 
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Of his Deliv’rarice when they heard the Fame, 

To fhow their Joy, in Throngs around him came. 
And when they firft his Lofles had condol’d, 

And for his Sufferings paft their Sorrow told ; 
They their Congratulations did exprefs, 

For this his unexpected Happinefs. 

Each in his Hand did for a Prefent bear, 

Or Coyn, or golden Pendant for the Ear. 

Thus Gejl chaftis’d him with a kind intent, 

And made him Poor, his Riches to augment. 

The Herds and Woolly Flocks he oncepoffeft, 
Now to a double number were increaft. 

His fruitful Wife his Offspring to reftore, 

Sev’n goodly Sons, and three fair Daughters bore. 
One was Jemima, one Kefia nam’d, 

The third was Kerenhappuch, Virgins fam’d 
For charming Beauty, which the Sifters bleft 
Beyond the faireft Daughters of the Eaft. 

Job did not, as the Cuftom was to do, 

Thefe with fmall Portions of his Goods endow * 
But being with his Sons Coheirs declar’d, 

With them his vaft Inheritance they fhar’d. 

God after this fo happy turn of Fate, 

Encreaft his Years, as much as his Eftate. 

Of Years an Hundred, and twice Twenty more, 
To thofe were added, which he liv’d before. 

So the Good Man his numerous Progeny, 

Did to the fourth Succeflion live to fee. 

Then ripe with Hoary Age, and fully pleas’d, 

He dyed, or rather, he from Living ceas’d. 

Bb i 
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THE 


Song of MOSES 
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EXODUS, Chap. xv. 

Y Our Shouts to Heav’n, ye Sons of Jacob raife, 
And celebrate in Songs of Praife 
The glorious Triuhiphs of Jehovah's Pow’r, 
Applaud th* Almighty CoriipierbUr. 

Let all the \Vide ftfetcht Mouths of Fame, 
From Pole to Pole friswondrous Work proclaim, 
To make Men tremble, artd : adore his Name. 

Let it to all the Realms 1 arourid be knowrt j 
How he his Foes has overthrown : 

How he di{clos’d the Water s hideous Wofnb, 

And did in Graves 1 their Troopsentomb; 

They funk and perifh’d in the Tyde, 

Where now triumphant Waves 7 o’er Horfe attd'Hbrfem 


He is our Bulwark and 1 Defence,. 
Shielded by his Otortipotende 1 
We all the Hbttthen WbtldTdei^: 

This migbry Wattiddr, thiSdnr gteat Ally 1 , 
With his EtherLfeSHield 1 add^m* 1 Divine*, 
Does at the head of our Battalions (hine. 


Griping 
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Griping his bright Immortal Lance 
He does before our Hoft to charge the Foe advance. 

Ifrael by ftrength deriv’d from him is ftrong, 
And as he is our Strength, he (hall be too our Song. 

He to difcharge us from our Bondage, broke 
Th’ inexorable Tyrant’s Yoke. 

He from our heavy Chains our Feet releas’d, 
And our gall’d Shoulders of their Burdens eas’d. 
He brought us from th’ inhofpitable Land, 

And refcu’d us from Pharoab 's falvage hand. 

He terribly chaftis’d thefe Pagan Pow’rs ; 

And as this Lord of Hofts was ours, 

He was our Fathers All-fufficient God; 

We therefore will prepare him an Abode : 

We will an Altar and a Temple reer, 

A facred Place of Praife and Pray r, 

There we’ll adore our great Deliverer. 

Th’ Eternal does in Arms excel ; 

What Pow’r can his projected Darts repel ? 

Who can againft his Thunder Hand, 

Or who elude his never-erring Hand ? 

Let him but weild his dreadful Blade 
Of malleable Light’ning made, 

Let him advance into the Field, 

And lift on high his Adamantine Shield, 

Whofe brighter Luftre drowns the waining Stin, 
As much as that th? lick ning Moon; 


Let 
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Let him with his Celeftial Equipage 
March on as ready to engage • 

And where’s th’ undaunted Man that would not fly, 
Or if he flay’d, would not with Terror dye. 
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He fharply has rebuk’d th ’Egyptians Pride, 
Who his Almighty Arm defy’d. 

Againft their mighty Hoft he did prepare 
An unexpected Watry War. ► 

He on the Deep his Terrors did difplay, 

And drew his rolling Legions in Array : 

He bad the Waves in Martial Order flow, 

And made his fluid Squadrons charge the Foe. 


Th’ amaz’d Egyptians fled for fear, 

While roaring Surges hung upon.their Rear: 
The foaming Files o’ertook them in the Chafe, 
And overwhelm’d the cruel Race. 

Bows, Banners, Spears, an unexampled Wreck, 
Lay floating on the Ocean’s back. 

While Chariots, Horfe and Horfemen kill’d, 
The Seas inferiour Chambers fill’d. 


The mighty Hoft the Caves beneath oppreft, 

And the low horrors of the Deep increaft. 

Of fuch a wealthy Spoil the Sea before 
Ne’er rob’d the Land,while pent within the Shore* 

While no Detachment of its Waves it made, 

The Frontier Regions to invade, 

No Watry Partys fent abroad 

To fweep the neighb’ving Fields, and plunder M^ns Abode. 
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High heaps of Swords and Bucklers flood 
Like Rocks of polifh’d Iron in the Flood. 

The Fifh made haft to feize their Prey, 

But when they faw the fhining Shields difplay 
Thro’ the dark Realm a monftrous unknown Day, 
And how the Dead in Armbur (hone 
With fcaly Sides far brighter than their own; 
Away th’ affrighted Spoilers fled, 

And thus their Arms that could not give 
Prote&ion to th’ Egyptians when alive, 

Profe&ed them when Dead. 

Like Stones they fank beneath the Flood, 

And the Red Sea appeas’d their Thirft of Blood. 

Glorious in Pow’r, great Lord of Hofts, 

Is thy right hand which fuch Atchievments boafts, 
Which has defeated Pbaroati s Troops, 

And funk to Hell the proud Egyptians Hopes. 

In the low Prifons of the Deep 

Thou doft thy Captive Rebels keep, 

Mountains of liquid Cryftal on ’em caft, 

Secure the Doors, and bar the Dungeons faft. 

Array’d with fearful Glory, girt with Might, 
Thou didft thy Peoples Battels fight. 

Thou haft o’erthrown the impious Foes, 

Who againft thee and Ifrael rofe; 

They were in Storms of Fury on them pour’d, 

As Stubble is by raging Flames devour’d. 
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Commanded by thy Breath th’ obfequious Main 
Stood ftill, and gather’d up its flowing Train. 

Th’ Almighty did the Sea divide, 

And as he rends the Hills, he fplit the cleaving Tyde. 
Benumb’d with fear the Waves' ere&ed flood, 

O’erlooking all the diftant Flood. 

Mountains of Craggy Billows did arife, 

And Rocks of ftiffen’d Water reach’d the Skys. 

Remoter Waves came crowding on to fee 
This ftrange Transforming Myftery, 

But they approaching near 
Where the high Cryftal Ridges did appear 
Felt the Divine Contagion’s Force, 

Mov’d flothfully a while, and then quite ftopt their courfe. 

Upon their March they infolently cry’d^ 

Let us purfue the flying Slaves, 

We’ll overtake them, and the Spoil divide^ 

Where is the God that Ijrael faves ? 

We’ll our Revenge, and Luft of Slaughter cloy, 

Without relenting we’ll deftroy, 

We’ll weild the Spear, and draw the Sword, 

# 

And root this Nation ollt by all abhor’d. 

We’ll bath the Defart with a Purple Flood, 

And heal its gaping Wounds with Hebrew Blood! 

While one vile Wretch aliv£ is found, 

The Trumpet no retreat fhall found. 

In dreadful Language we’ll declare^ 

Th’ Egyptians ftill their Matters are* . 

Cc ^ Tho’ 
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Tho* their Rebellion they fhould mourn, 

And ask to Egypt*s Brick-kilns to return. 

We would not fpare the hateful Race, 

We would marks of Jacob’s Houle efface. 

Let ’em to Mofis cry they are oppreft, 

While we in Vengeance reign, and on Deftru&ion feaft. 

As thus the Gulph the proud Egyptians a*oft, 

And with loud threats purfu’d our trembling Hoft, 
Thou with thy powerful Winddidft blow, 

And ftrait the thawing Heaps began to flow. 

The Waves that flood as Bullwarkswere difTolv’d, 
And Pharoab's Chariots and his Troops involv’d. 
They from the roaring Deluge would have fled, 

But to the bottom lank as Lead. 


Among the Gods of all the Nations round, 
Equal to thee is any found ? 

Any that can with Rival Glory fliine. 

And fhew as perfect Holinefs as thine ? 

When we thy various Triumphs fing, 

And great Atchievments which exalt thy Name, 
To us thy Praifefc Joy and Comfort bring, 

But to thy Foes Confufion, Fear and Shame. 
Thou art a wonder-working God, thy Might 
Does all tfly tremUmg Eoemys afiright, 

But grateful Admiration in our Breafts excite; 


w 1 

When thou extend eft o’er the Tyde 
Thy hand, that does all Nature guide, 
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The conlcious Waves the high Command obey’d, 
Like .melting heaps of Snow they flow’d apace, 
Marching with fury on, they difarray’d, 

Then fwallow’d up the impious Race. 

m' 

In great Companion thou haft broke 
Th’ Oppreflor’s hard unfufferable Yoke ; 

For Jacob's Sons in Perfon thou haft fought, 
Amazing Miracles haft wrought, 

And IJrael back from Egypt brought. 

To facred Canaan s promis’d Land, 

Thou with thy mighty outftretcht hand 
Shalt refcu’d IJrael guide, 

Where with thy favour bleft they lhall in Peace abide. 



Fame lhall together with thefe Tydings fpread 

Thro’ all the Nations Univerfal dread ; 

% 

Wild looks and geftures lhall declare, 

How great their Fears and Sorrows are. 

Th’ Inhabitants of Paleftinas Land 
Shall trembling and aftonilh’d ftand, 

Edoms proud Potentates lhall be afraid, 

And Moab's mighty Men difmay’d. 

The dreadful New6 lhall make pale Tyrants ftart, 

And melt within his Breaftthe ftouteft Warriour s Heart. 


The Lords of Canaan lhall their fears exprels, 
And all their Peqple their dhfoefs. 

The Terrors of thy Conjuring Arm, 

Thefe of their Strength and Courage fhdldi&ma. 
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Thy Wonders will their Captains fo amaze, 

That they will ftill and Speechlefs hand and gaze; 
While Jacob's Sons by thee from Bondage brought, 
The People thou haft bought, 

And for the Purchafe newly made, 

Such mighty Sums of Miracles haft paid, 

To Canaans happy Land (hall fafely be convey’d. 

Thither thou’lt lead the favour’d Race, 

And give them fafe Pofleffion of the Place; 

Thou wilt fulfil thy great defign, 

By planting there thefe Colonys Divine, 

Their happy Dwellings (hall be fpread, 

Around Moriah's lofty head. 

On which thy facred Dome fhall ftand, 
Diffufing pious Awe thro’ all the Land. 

The Lord fhall rule with Power and Glory crown’d 
No Time or Space fhall e’er his Empire bound. 
Immortal Pillars his fixt Throne fuftain, 

And as himfelf, Eternal is his Reign. 

Not like proud Pharoati s, who his Army led 
To chafe our Youth, who from his Fury fled. 
Who enter’d with his Troops the opening Sea, 
And hop’d to pals the dreadful Defile; 

But God who had his way befet, 

Drew o’er the Hoft his watry Net; i 

To finilh this miraculous Campaign, 

He loos d the Bonds that did the Waves reftraia; 
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Strait the coilgefted Billows tumbled down, 

And liquid Ruins did the Tyrant drown 
His Chariots and his Horfe were fwept away, 
Ingulph’d, and fwallow’d by th’ o’erwhelming Sea. 
But the firm Waters did erected ftand, 

On either hand, 

And left dry ground between till JJrael gain’d the Land. 



THE 




Song of DEBORAH 

PARAPHRA S'D. 


JUDGES, Chap. V. 

L ET the Victorious Tribes of Ifiael fing, 

Let their loud Shouts thro’ Heav’ns wide Chambers 
Let them applaud with one united Voice, f- r ^ n S* 

Their God, the glorious Author of their Joys. 

Let them Triumphant Acclamations raife, 

And fpend the Breath he gives them, in his Praife. 


He has our Swords with Conqueft crown’d, 

And fpread the fear of IJraefs Name around. 

Ele to avenge us on our Foes, 

Has crufh’d the haughty Pow’rs that did our Arms oppofe. 
Our Troops from Heav’n with noble Zeal infpir’d, 

The glorious Hazards of the Field defir’d. 

God fir’d their Veins with Military Rage, 

And made ’em long for Arms, and eager to engage. 


Ye Potentates and Princes hear, 

Ye Kings and Rulers of the Earth give Ear. 

I VeFrab I, will in a lofty ftrain 

Sing the great King, by whom you live and reign. 

Dd 


When 
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When God in Perfon did our Tribes command, 

And led ’em with a mighty Hand 

i 

As foon as he had pafs’d the Field, 

By th’ Idumean Farmer till’d, 

What marks of Greatnefs did his March attend ? 

What Pow’r in Miracles did he expend ? 

What Terrors did he fend before to fright 
The Lords of Canaan and the Amorite ? 

What Pomp and Majefty did he difplay ? 

Floods of'impetuous Glory delug’d all his way. 

.'From his refulgent Sword, and radiant Shield, 

Flufhes of rapid Splendor fjpread the Field. 

The trembling Heathen fled for fear, 

For who could fucha ftrefs of Luftrebear ? 

At every ftep th’ Almighty Leader took, 

Th’ aftonifli’d Earth down to its Center fhook. 
Contending Tempefts bellow’d under ground, 

And ftrong Convulfions did with horrid found 
The low Apartments break, and all the Vaults confound. 
The Earth with dreadful Gripes was fore oppreft, 
Which did its twifted Bowels wreft. 

From their low Channels, Subterranean Waves 
Were thrown on Sulphur Mines, and fiery Caves. 
The Chafms of gaping Plains and Mountains rent, 
Did yield toftruggling Vapours vent, 

And fuffocated Nature to relieve, 

To ambient Air admifiion give. 


From wild Rocks to Canaan s Land : 


Heav’ns 



Tbe SONG o/DEBORAH. 


Heav ns Cryftal Battlements to pieces dafh’d, 

In Storms of Hail were downward hurl’d; 

Loud Thunder roar’d, red Lightning flafh’d, 
And univerfal Uproar fill’d the World. 

Torrents of Water, Floods of Flame 
From Heav’n in fighting Ruins came. 

At once the Hills that to the Clouds afpire, 

Were wafh’d with Rain, and fcorcht with Fire. 
The Waters down the Mountains Sides were pour’d^ 
And o’er the Valeth’ unbridled Deluge roar’d. 
Canaan s proud Hills with this affright 
Shook to their Bafe, and well they might; 

For Sinai rock’d and quak’d, when God 
Made on its Brow his terrible Abode. 

v 

In Shamgars and in Jael\ days, 

Robbers and Thieves infefted all the ways. 

Thefe Sons of Violence purfu’d their Prey 
On publick Roads in open day. 

Poor Travelers to efcape the cruel hands 
Of thefe Licentious, lawlefs Bands, 

They pafs’d thro’ Ways and Paths unknown, 

Yet ftill in fear, from Town to Towfl. 

The trembling People by thefe Spoilers fear’d, 

To Towns of Strength in Troops repair’d. 

They left their old Abodes to be pofleft 
By Owls and Bats, and every rav’ning Bdaft t ■ 
Until their fruitful Land at laft, 

Became a wild Inhofpitable Waft. 

Dd 2 


O 
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O Ifrael, thefe were thy fad Wants and Woes, 
Thefe thy Oppreflions when 1 Detfrah rofe ; 

When I a rofe a Mother to reftore 

Thy former Peace, and Wealth, and Pow’r. 

Till then thy blind Apoftate Sons forfook 
Theirs, and their Father’s God, and took 
New fangled Gods, of old unknown, 

Gods lately into Reputation grown, 

Gods carv’d in Wood, or cut in Stone. 

Heav’n thus provok’d, excited Foes, 

Who full of rage againft our Citys rofe. 
Confed’rate Kingdoms War with ifrsel wag’d, 

And horrid Slaughter in our Bowels rag’d : 

And well it might, for we were fo difarm’d, 

That when the Foe our Gates alarm’d, 

Did there a Angle Shield or Spear, 

Midft forty Thoufand IJraelites appear ? 

O Ifratl then, I rofe to refcue thee 
From thy vile Chains to fet thee free. 

Nor can my Song too much exalt the Fame 
Of thofe great Chiefs, who freely came 
To give me Aid, and to fiibdue our Foes, 

Did gen’roufly their Lives expofe. 

Give them their due Applaufe, but chiefly blefs 
The God, who gave them Courage and Succefs. 


Ye 
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Ye Lords in Courts of Judgment who prefide, 

And thro’ the Streets in awful State, 

With num’rous Trains attended ride, 

Th’ Almighty’s wondrous Work relate. 

Ye People who can leave your fafe Abodes, 

And travel now fecure in Publick Roads; 

You that do now in Joy and Peace, 

Your Fig-trees and your Vines poflefs; 

You who no more the noife of Archers hear, 

But unmolefted to your Springs repair; 

Do you rehearfe God’s righteous Deeds, 

Whence this your unexpe&ed Peace proceeds. 

Awake, awake, O Deborah , awake, 

Quickly thy Harp and Timbrel take. 

A Song of Triumph and of Joy rehearfe, 

In lofty Strains, and noble Verfe. 

A Song that may juft Honour pay 
To the great Deeds of this illuftrious Day/ 

O Barak rife, arife thou valiant Chief, 

Whofe Conqu’ring Arms have brought relief 
To IJrael in our vaft diftrefs, 

And made our haughty Foes their Impotence confefs. 
Thou mighty Man advance, and lead along 
Thy Spoils and Trophys thro’ the cleaving Throng, 

Thy Captives lead in clanking Chains^ 

All their vaft Army’s fmall Rematns. 


Thou 
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Thou who the dreadful Battel didft difplay * 
On that decifive, glorious Day, 

Now draw thy Pomp and Triumph in Array. 


Jacob's Remains by Heav’n with Empire crown’d 
Have laid their Yoke on Canaan s Kings around. 
Ev’n me the Lord has rais’d to Regal Sway, 

And made the Mighty my Commands obey. 
Thy Sons did firft the War embrace, 

Forward in Arms, O Benjamin ; 

And next to thee a few of Ephraim % Race 
Advanc’d, and joyn’d their Troops with thine. 
Rulers and Nobles from Manajfes came, 

Whofe brave example did the reft inflame. 

The Scribes of Zebulun , and learned Men, 

To weild the Sword laid down the Pen. 

The Princes and the Lords of Ijfachar , 

Defpifing Danger, undertook the War. 

With Zeal they follow’d me their Head, • 
And Barak to the Field their valiant Squadrons led. 


Ah Reuben , how wfere we difmay’d, 

To be defrauded 6f thy Aid ! 

Ah, why didft thou defert thy Country’s Caufe ? 
Why did not Reubai fliare this day’s applaufe ? 

Say when thy Brethren arm’d with Sword and Shield 
For Liberty advanc’d into the Field, : . • 

Why didft th©u fifllen in thy Tents abide, 

As if in Blood and lint reft not AHy’d ? 


Couldft 
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Couldft thou to A rms thy Shepherd’s Crook prefer, 
And rather chufe thy bleating Sheep to hear, 
Than the loud Thunder of a noble War ? 

Oh, how much Trouble to our State, 

Did this ignoble Deed of thine create ? 

i 

* 

Gilead beyond the Flood of jopran flay’d, 

And of the haughty Foe afraid, 

Refus’d to give his Brethren Aid. 

Dan on his Wealth and Shipping too intent, 

No Succours to our Army fent. 

Afher with like inglorious Negligence,- 
Trufting to Rocks and Caves as his defence, 
Stay’d on the Shore, and no Afliftance gave, 

Out- W orfhip, or our Liberty to rave. 

T: 

But oh ! what wondrous Deeds were done 

* 

By Naptbali and 2 ebitlun ! 

With what an ardour, what a warlike rage 
Did thofe brave Men in Fight engage ? 
Methinks I fee thofe Warriours make 
Their bold and irrefiftible Attack. 

Greedy and fond of Danger, they 
The Squadrons cleft, and cut the way 
To the chief Places of the Field, 

Which did the chiefeft choice of ruin yield, 
Which were with plenty of Deflru&ion ftor’d, 
And all the horrid fhapes of danger did afford: 
Where Death triumphant in the Battel flood, 
Befmear’d w ith Brains, and Duft, and Blood. 
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Great Potentates of formidable Fame, 

Captains and Rings againft us came; 

Their confluent Troops from every Coaft, 

Compos’d a vaft o’erflowing Hoft. 

We faw th’ advancing Deluge from afar, 

And all the muft’ringTydes of complicated War. 

They ftopt, and in Battalia flood, 

Upon the Banks of Ki/bcns Flood ; 

Thither our eager Squadrons flew, 

There did we fight, and there proud Jabins Troops fubdue. 

♦ 

The radiant Hoft of Stars above 

f 

Drew out, and did in warlike order move. 

They did their Darts from Heav’n’s high Turrets throw, 
And charg’d with fatal influence'the Foe. 

They to our Aid their glitt’ring Forces brought 
And againft Sijera in their Courfes fought. 

O Kijhon , then thy troubled Tyde 
Was choak’d with Carcafles, with Crimfon dy’d. 

Swords, Helmets, Shields roll’d all beneath, 

And of the lighter Inftruments of Death 
Spears, Arrows, Darts, a floating Wood 
O’erfpread the furface of thy Flood. 

Thy current fwept their Troops away, 

And with their mighty Spoils enrich’d the wondring Sea. 
Thy banks, and all the Vale about, 

Were fpread with marks of ignominious rout., ’ 


Chariots 
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Chariots o’erturn’d, and fcatter’d Shields, 
And broken Hoofs deform’d the Fields : 
Hoofs torn, and on the ftony places caft, 

O’er which the flying Horfemen paft. 

Accurft th’ Almighty’s Angel cry’d, 

Accurft be Meroz who her help deny’d. 

Vengeance and Plagues on her vile People light, 
Who would not for their God and Country fight. 

But let us Jael’s Courage fing, 

Let loud Applaufes thro’ our Citys ring 
Of Hebers Wife, above the reft 
Of Womankind may the be bleft. 

Great Sis\a choak’d with heat and duft, 
Demanded Water from the Spring; 

She to allay the Gen ral’s thirft, 

Did Milk and Cream in coftly Veflels bring. 

She to the Nail the left apply'd, 

And with her right hand did the Hammer guide. 
And as the mighty Sifera 
Stretcht on the Pavement fleeping lay, 

Th’undaunted Woman with a noble blow, 

Drove in the Nail, and pierc’d his Temples thro. 

i 4 

Amaz’d, not waken’d with the Wound, 

He fprung, and bounded from the ground: 
The brave Virago did her blow repeat, 

And laid him proftrate at her feet. 

He bow’d and fell, and gafping lay, 

Quiver’d and groan’d his Life away. 


Ee 


She 
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She drew his S\vprd„ and with a Manly ftroke, 
The Warriours Head from off his Shoulders took. 

His Mother looking thro’ her Window faid, 
Why is his Triumph thus delay’d ? 

Why does his lingring Chariot ftay? 

Why roll his Wheels fo flowly on the way? 

Her Maids, nay,.fhe her felf reply’d, 

The Conqu’rors ftay their Booty to divide. 

The diftribution made, each Chief can (hew 
A Damfel for his fhare, or two. 

But Suras Prey outftiinesthe reft, 

His is a party-colour’d Veft 
Which Gems and rich Embroidery adorn, 

Fit by the greateft Princes tp be worn. 

. j • 

Thefe boaftful words ihe (poke, while Sifera 
Dead in the Tent of jqel lay. 

Lord let his Fate attend thine Enemys, 

So let them perilh who againft thee rile. 

But let the Men who Wifkednefs abhor, 

Who love thee, and thy Name adore, 

Be like the Sun, 

Who when refrefh’d, does in his Vigour rife, 

Eager to run 

All the blew Stages of the Ipacipus Skys, 


r 
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Davids Lamentation, 

* 

Occafion’d by the 

Death of Saul Jonathan. 


i SAMUEL, Chap. I. 

/Hen Jonathan and Saul expiring lay, 
On the curft Hills of Gilboa , 

( Ah black, inglorious, fatal Day !) 

’Twas then, unhappy Ifrael y 
Thy Beauty, Strength and Glory fell. 
How were thy mighty Warriours flain ? 
What a red Deluge bath’d the reeking Plain ? 
How were thy Sons to Conqueft long inur’d, 
How were thy Valiant Chiefs devour’d 
By the Philijtines unrelenting Sword ? 

How terrible, how fudden was their Fate ? 

Thefe Pillars fal’n that prop’d thy State, 
Who fhall fupport thy finking Empire’s weight ? 


Let Fame be ftruck with horror dumb, 

That to our Foes the News may never come. 

Let our difhonour be to Gath unknown, 

Proclaim it not in Askelon • 

Left if their Daughters come to know 
Our lofs, and unexampled Woe, -i ■ / 

E e a They 
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They in their Feafts and Dances lhould exprefs, 
Infultiogly their Joy at our diftrds; 

And impioufly devout, fhould raiie 
Their carv’d and graven Gods, in wicked Songs of Praife. 

Ye Hills of Gilboa^ the fatal place, 

O’er which the Foe did IJrael chafe, 

Ye lucklefs Hills, 

Spred with your Monarch’s Ignominious Spoils, 

May you the marks of Heav’n’s difpleafure bear; 

Be you no more the Farmer’s care : 

Let no kind Cloud hereafter, pour 
On your parch’d Heads one fruitful Shower: 

May the relentlefs, harden’d Sky, 

No Rain by Day, or Dew by Night fupply 
To eafe your Thirft, and gaping clefts cement; 

h i 

With Fire beblafted, and with Thunder rent. 

Let not a blade of Grafs or Corn, 

Nor one green Tree your Heads adorn. 

By Heav’n accurft, to future Ages ftand 
Uncultivated Heaps of barren Sand. 

For vanquish’d IJrael o’er^thefe Mountains ffed, 

There with ignoble Rout the Fields were Ipred, 

There lay our Weapons mingled with our Dead- 
There fcatter’d Bucklers lay, 

Which routed IJrael caft away. 

There may the Shield of Saul be found,' 

Midft common Bucklers on the ground. 

Thy Body too, Unhappy Monarch, there 
Lys mixt with vulgar Corps, expos’d in open Air. 


O 
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O Saul, O Jonathan, ye mighty Dead, 

You ne’er before in Battel fled. 

The Arrows from the Son’s unerring Bow-, 

Have pierc’d ten thoufand valiant Warriours thro’. 
The Father’s unrefifted Sword, 

Like raging Fires around devour’d t 
By no Oppofer e’er withftood, 

The crimfon Conq’ror reek’d in Hoftile Blood. 
Till now, you ever us’d to come 
Laden with Spoils and Trophys home. 

Your Chariots thro’ the confluent, gazing Throng* 
Us’d in flow State to roll along : 

While crowds of Captive Princes chain’d, 
Wiping their Brows with duft andfweat diftain’d, 

Did panting in the Pomp appear, 

, ( 

Part of the long Proceflion of the Rear. 

Our Daughters, both in Mind and Habit gay* 
With Songs and Dances on the way, 

Met, and increaft the Triumph of the Day* 

, w , 

Thus Vi&’ry us’d to crown 
The mighty Father, and the valiant Son. 

Now vanquifh’d, o’er the Hills they fly 
From the purfuing. Enemy. 

Surpfffiq^ change of Providence* 

Thofe who Mftlefs were, can now make no defence! 

v 

So courteous were the Royal Pair, 

. 

So condefcending, mild and Debonnair, 

That they became to all the Nation dear. 
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No more their kindnefs fail’d to move 
The People’s univerfal Love, 

Than their fam’d Courage did their Neighbours fear. 
They liv’d in ftrongeft bonds of Love combin’d, 
And as they liv’d, fo they together dy’d; 

So clofe was their Affedtion joyn’d, 

That Death it felf could not the knot divide. 

For tho’ they fell oppreft with Pagan Power, 

Their Love ftill triumph’d o’er the Conquerour. 
And yet their Clemency did ne’er abate 
Their Courage, and their Martial heat. 

For they, as fwift as hungry Eagles, flew, 

Or to attack, or to purfue : 

And when they were in fight engag’d, 

LikeLyons when provok’d,they thro’the Battel rag’d. 


O Daughters of Jerufalem exprefs, 

A Sorrow worthy of our vaft diftrefs. 

Unite your Groans and mournful Crys, 

Unite your Tears and Agonys. 

Apply your felves to weeping day and night, 
Raptures of Grief be your Delight. 

; Thro’ every Street lamenting go, 

Strains of unruly Anguifh fhow, 

: i 

And howling Tempeftsraife of wild defpairing Woe. 
Too exquifite Affliction can’t be fhown, 

Since Saul is fal’n from his Imperial Throne. 

Saul lys upon the Mountains dead, 

Who with abundance Ifrael fed : 


Who 
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Who gave you Garments glorious to behold, 

Scarlet adorn’d with Needle-work and Gold. 

Who hung rich Bracelets on your Arms, 

And with bright Gems increas’d your native Charms; 
Whofe Arms enrich’d your Towns with precious Spoil, 
And fill’d with Foreign Wealth Judea s happy Soil. 

How did the mighty Prince, and all 
His valiant Chiefs in Battel fall! 

. j \ 

How are the Hills with Slaughter fpred! 

How are our Captive Sons in Triumph led! 

Captives who drag th’ inglorious Chain, 

Captives lefs happy than the Slain! 

Horror and Shame! hark, how the (hooting Foe, 

How proud Phitijtm mock? out Wop ! 

Thro’ all their Streets what Acclamations ring ? 


Hear how their Daughters ling, *; 
See how tbey dance, 



O Ifrael, where is now thy warlike Fame ? 

How will thy once much dreaded Name, 
By Foes fo often vanqu idl’d, be defpis’d 
By all the Nations of th’ Uncircumcis’d ? 

Oh Jonathan , how dear wert thou to me ? 
How ‘dear muft be thy Memory ? 

No Time can from my Bread remove 
Thy Image, or thy wondrous love: 
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A Love, like which w e none recorded find, 

A Love fufpafling that of Womankind. 

^ Their Love was ne’er fo tender, pure and ftrong, 

And never lafted in excefs fo long. 

What gen’roiis Friendfhip haft thou (hown, 

What dreadful Dangers undergone, 

To raife thy Rival to thy Father’s Throne ? 

Kindeft of Brothers, my afflicted Soul, 

Does thy unhappy Fall condole. 

Thy fuddain, thy dilaft’rous Fate, 

Does Agonies of Grief create. 

As in a Storm, my rolling Bowels move 

With ftrong Convulfive Throws of fad, diflra&ed Love. 
I would the higheft marks exprels 
Of uncontroul’d, unmerciful diftrefs : 

For if my Grief does not outrageous grow, 

’Tis unbecoming my unmeafur’d Woe, 

Nothing’s enough that’s lefs than all that Love can (how. 
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AT7 Hat means this mighty Uproar ? whence arife 
V * This great Commotion, thefe tumultuous Crys ? 
What has alarm’d the Nations ? what offence 
Does all the jealous States around incenfe ? 

What does the Heathen Fire with fo much Rage ? 

What Jacek\ Sons in fuch Defigns engage 
As they ca# ; ne’er effect, or if they do, 

They’ll mifs the end they furioufly purfue ? 

Infatuated Men! you’ll fure repent 
Your rafh Attempts, too late the fad event 
Will fhow your Projects vain,your Malice impotent. 
Confed’rate Princes wicked Friendfhip make, 

And in their Anger defprate Councels take 
Againft their great Creator and his Son, 

And hope the Lord’s Anointed to dethrone. 

Let us, fay they, affert our Liberty, 

And keep our Kingdoms from Oppreffion free. 

Well ne’er agree to vindicate the Caufe 
Of this new King, nor e’er obey his Laws. 
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Th’ Almighty fets his Fav’rite up in vain, 
We’ll ne’er confent to this Ufurper’s Reign. 
We hispr^d Yoke will never tamely bear, 
But will his fervile Chains afunder tear. 


But the great God who fits enthron’d on high, 
Above the Starry Convex of the Sky, 

Infultingly will mock their foolifh Pride, 

Laugh at their Threats, and their vain Plots deride. 
In fiery Indignation, he fhall pafs 
A dreadful Sentence on this impious Race. 

The marks of high Difpleafure he fhall fhow, 

And pour Deftru&ion on th’ audacious Foe. 

Thus from his Throne fublime th’ Eternal {poke. 
And with his awful Voice the Frame of Nature fhoak, 
In fpite of all the Princes that combine, 

Or to retard, or fruftrate my defign ; 

On Sions Hill my Fav’rite I’ll enthrone, 

And fix upon his Head thTmperial Crown. 
Submiffive States his Empire fhall obey, 

And at his Footftool Kings their Scepters lay. 

He fhall Tyrannic Cruelty corrett, 

And tenderly his Subject’s Rights protect. 

He fhall aflert Divine Religion’s Caufe, 

Heav’n’s facred Int’refts manage with Applaufe, 

And rule the World with juft and equal Laws. 

To execute his high important Charge, 

My Viceroy I invert with Pow’r at large: 



Vaft 
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Vaft Pow r I give him, but I give him none, 
But what is mixt with Mercy like my own. 
No other Pow’r, but what is underftood 
To be intended for his Subjects good. 

His juft and gentle Conduct fhall confefs, 

He feeks his Glory in their Happinefs. 
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I to the World will publilh thy Decree, 

That raifes me to Regal Dignity. 

Thus faid the Lord, let it this Day be known, 
That thou art my begotten only Son, 

Thy high Defcent let all the Nations own. 

Thou art intitul’d by thy Royal Birth, 

To all the Realms and Nations of the Earth: 
Make thy demand, and by my Grant divine, 

• The Pagan States and Kingdoms (hall be thine. 

I’ll fubjeft all the fpacious tracks of Land, 

From Pole to Pole to thy fupream command. 
Thou fha.lt of all the Regions be pofTeft, 

From the Sun’s rifing to the adverfe Weft. 

Only the limits which the World furround, 

Thy Univerfal Monarchy fhall bound. 

Arm’d with a Rod of Iron thou fhalt reign 
O’er proud OpprefTors, and their Rage reftrain. 
Thou fhalt in pieces dafh, like Potters Clay, 

Thy ftubborn Foes, who infolently fay, 

W e’ll ne’er his Title own, nor his Commands obey. 

Ye foolifh Kings and Potentates be wife, 

And be inftru&ed where your Safety lies. 

Ff a 
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The Son of God with Acclamations meet, 

And proftrate lye adoring at his feet. 

Bow down your Necks to take his gentle Yoke, 
Left your neglect his Fury {hould provoke. 

If you refufe this Monarch to obey, 

Be fure you’ll perilh in your wicked way. 

For if his Wrath fo dreadful does appear, 
When fcarcely kindled, what have you to fear 
Who by your defp’rate Provocations raife 
The Spark to Flames, and make his Fury blaze 
No longer your Subjection then delay. 

The fafe and happy Men are only they 
Who as their Refuge and fecjjre Defence, 

Repofe in him their Trull and Confidence. 


THE 
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M Y grateful Sold. A’ Almighty’s Name adore; 

Great is his Being, great his Wotks of PdwY 
Immortal Honours, Majefty, Renown, 

And Dignity Divine his Temples crown. 

N i* * 

His Robe of State is Wrought with Light refin’d; 
An endlefs Train of Luftre flows behind. 

His Throne’s of mafly, burnilh’d Glory made, 
With Heav’nly Pearl, and Gems Divine inlaid: 
Whence Floods of joy, and Seas of Splendour flow$ 
On all th’ Angelic gazing Throng below : 

Who drink in Pleafures by their ravifh’d Sight, 
Delug’d in vaft ineffable Delight. 


He as a Tent the HeavVs expanflbh reers, 
And as a Curtain ftretches out the Sphears. 

He makes the Miffs his Pillars to fuftain 
His airy Rooms, and lays their Beams in Rain. 
The Clouds th* Almighty’s rolling Chariots bear 
Their Lord thro’ all the fpadous Fields of Air. 
He hamafles the manag’d Winds, and flys 
On their' fwift Wings to vifit all the Skys. 


Tfi< 
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The various Meteors of the Air above 
Wait his Commands, and by his Order move. 

Tempefts and Windy Vapours, rais’d on high 
To do his Witl, like Menial Servants fly. 

Lightnings, and all his wildeft Works of Fire, 

His Minifters, to ferve their Lord confpire. 

Thefe fenflefs Creatures fuch Obedience (hew 

To their great Matter, as his Angels do. 

To him her Father, Nature owes her Birth, 

He laid the deep Foundations of the Earth. 

He hung the pondrous heap in fluid Air, 

And made its weight its own Supporter there. 

Then he the Waters o’er its Bofom roll’d; 

And liquid Garments did the Earth enfold. 

The Rocks and Hills conceal’d in Billows ftoocf, 

And o’er the Mountains tops the Deluge rais’d its Flood. 
God’s great Command chaftis’d the Water’s Pride, 

He bad the Flood call down its tow’ring Tide, 

And ftrait the ebbing Deluge did fubfide; 

Th’ Almighty form’d a vaft capacious Deep, 

Where he his Watry Regiments might keep : 

The waves file off, and thither make their way, 

To form the mighty Body of the Sea. 

Where they encamp, and in their Stations ftand, 
Entrench’d in Works of Rock and Lines of Sand. 

Yet fome Deferters ftill the Sea forfake, 

And from their Potts by ftealth Excurfions njake. 


i 
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The Sun to fome lets down his helping Ray, 

They climb the golden Line, and thus convey 
Themfelves in Vapours high amidftthe Air, 

And to the Hills afpiring heads repair. 

Others by fecret Channels from the Deep 
Pafs undifcern’d, and up the Mountains creep: 
Whence gufhing out in Springs they downward flow. 
And thro’ the flowry Vales back to the Ocean go* 

While God in Prifon holds the mighty Deep, 

And does in rocky Chains the raging Monfter keep, 
That it may ne’er furmount the ambient Shore, 

And with its Flood may drown the Earth no more, 
He to refrefh, and cloath the Meads with Grafs, 
Bids all his Rivers thro* the Vallys pafs. 

Kindly their courfe th’ indented Banks reftrain, 
Kindly the Hills retard their gliding train. 

For thus the ling’ring Streams at leifure flow, 

And greater Riches on the Fields beftow. 

Beafts tame and falvage to the River’s brink, 

Come from the Fields and Wildernefs to drink. 
Thither the feather’d Singers of the Air, 

To quench their thirftand prune their Wings, repair. 
Then midft the Willows that adorn the Flood, 

Or on the Branches in fome neighb’ring Wood, 

The painted Heralds in melodious Lays, 

Proclaim their gracious Benefadtor’s Praife. 

He from his high Aerial Chambers, where 
Th* Almighty Chymiftdoes his Works prepare, 
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Digefts his Lightnings, and diftills his Rain, 

Pours down his Waters on the thirfty Plain. 

He fends refrefhing Showers to cheer the Hills, 

And with his Bounty all the Vally fills; 

The Earth made fruitful with his Heav’nly drops, 
With a rich Harveft crowns the Farmer’s Hopes. 

He does the Fields his open Table fpred, 

Where all the Beafts with grafly Meat are fed. 

He Plants, for Food and Phyfic does produce 
Thro’ all the Earth, for Man his Viceroys ufe. 

He pours from Heav n his Rain upon the Vine, 

And thus converts the Water into Wine. 

Which does revive Man’s Heart, his Cares relieve. 
And to his Face a better Luftre give, 

Than when with Oyl it does anointed fliine, 
With Oyl, another noble Gift Divine. 

He fills the teeming Glebe with Crops of Corn, 
Which cloath the Vallys, and the Hills adorn. 
The Staff of Humane Life at his Command, 
Springs from the Furrows of the fruitful Land. 


He from the Clouds does the fweet Liquor fqueeze, 
Which cheers the Forefts and the Garden Trees, 

With the rich Juice he feeds their thirfty root, 

Which fills their Limbs with Sap, their Heads with Fruit. 
To this the Cedars that adorn the Brow 
Of LeJwnon,their Height and Beauty owe. 

The Firs too thrive by drops from Heav’n diftill’d, 

In which the Storks their Airy Houfes build. 


The 
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The Mountains reer’d their Heads at his Command, 
And Pillars to his Praife ere&ed ftarid : 

In thefe, and in the Rocks, the falvage Kind, 

From the purfuer s Arms fafe Refuge find. 

He form’d the Moon the Seafons to divide. 

And gave it Empire o’er the Ocean’s tide. 

The Sun he bhrtiilhVl, till its Orb became 
A Spring of Light, ahd undecaying Flame. 

Which knows the Stages of its heav’nly way, 

And does by turns roll Up, by turns difplay 
The wide and bright expanfion of the Day. 

*Tis God who made the Day, that makes the Nighty 
He in the Air to fufFocate the Light, 

Does from his open’d Stores of Darknefs let 
A gloomy Deluge out of liquid Jet. 

He wipes the Colours off from Nature’s Face, 

And lays on Night’s deep Shadows in their place. 

/ ' * 

Now the wild Beafts by Hunger bit awake, 

And from their drdwfy Eyes their Slumber fhake. 
From out their Dens the Spoilers yawning come, 
The Forefts Range, and o’er the Mountains roam. 
Young rav’ning Lyons from the Woods retreat, 
Roar out to Heav’n, and heg from God their Meat. 
They on his Providential Care rely, 

Who does his Creatures various Wants fupply. 

But when with his reviving Morning Ray 
The riling Sun regenerates the Day, 

They to their Dens retire with Toil oppteft, 
Stretch out their weary Limbs, and take their reft. 

Gg 
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But Man goes forth to labour in the Morn,, 

When the tir’d Lyon does from his return. .; 

* t • 

1 - » f * 

God’s.Works of Pow’r our Wonderland hisPraife - 
Thro’ all the World his Works of Goodnefs raife. 

4 

To form the Sea he drew his Compafs round, 

And with the mark it left defcrib’d the ground: 

Then dug th’ unfathom’d Hollow, which the Main 
And all the Floods and Rivers, might contain. 

So populous thefe watry Regions are, 

That Nations numberlefs inhabit there. 

Mute Nations that are here fupply’d with Food, 

Whofe Finny Wings divide the cryftal Flood. 

Here ’tis the Ships along the yielding Tide, - 
Before the Wind upon their Bellys glide. 

4 

The Whale, the Soveraign that the Sea contrails, 

Here takes his Pleafure, and in Paftime rolls. * 

He plays, and tumbles in his Watry Court, 

And troubles all the Ocean with his Sport. 

He makes his Spouts for his Diverfion play, 

And tofs againft the Clouds th’ uplifted Sea. 

Proje&ed Billows from his Noftrils rife, 

And mix the Ocean with th’ aftonifh’d Skys. 

This-mighty Monfter who does Monarch reign, 

And all the Nations that poflefs the Main ; 

All creeping Creatures, Herds and harmiefs Flocks, 

All Beads that range the Woods, or hide in Rocks, 

All Paffengers that beat th’ Etherial Road : 

With feather’d Wings, wait f or their Meat from God. 

» ► 
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At his expend? they eat, by Various ways 
He for his numerous Family purveys. 

His open’d Hand dilpences frelh fupplys, 
That more than all his Creatures Wants iuffice* 


To fubftitute Succeflors in the place 
Of thofethat perifh, and to fave the Race 

And Kind of every living Creature, God 

Does hisprolifk Spirit fend abroad; 

■ - - • ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Which thro’ the Earth does qujck’ning Row r diffufe, 

And Heat, which .frelh Productions there produce, 

i 1 » • r’ » ■ 

Since on the,Earth tJi’ Almighty does difpence 
Th’ unnutnber d BlejTirigs of his Providence, 

And with his favours has all Nature crown’d, 


Let all the World with Songs of Joy refound. 

Let Men for ever blefs his glorious Name, 

Recite his Wonders, and his Praife proclaim. 

If ftupid Man this Tribute fhould negleCt, 

His God th’ ungrateful Wretch can loon corredh 
If on the Earth he does in Anger look, 

It trembles at the terrible Rebuke. 

It from its ftrong Foundations ftarts for fear, 

And twilling Gripes its working Entrails tear. 
The Mountains Ihiver, and their Heads incline' 
At the reproof of Majefty Divine. 

The Hills forget they’re fixt, and in their fright 
Of all their weight they ftrip themlelves for flight. 
The Rocks from off their Marble Pillars break, 
And which they us’d to give, a Refuge feek. 
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The Woods with Terror wing’d outftrip the Wind, 

\ 

And leave the heavy, panting Hills behind. 

All Nature troubled and in deep diftrefs, 

Of God’s Difpleafure does her Fear exprefs. 


But I, whatever others do, will ling 
The due Applaufes of th’ Eternal King. 
Withpleafure I’ll contemplate, all my days 
His wondrous Works,and wondrous Goodnels praiie. 
And let obdurate Simiers, who refufe 
To give him Glory, and his Gifts abufe, 

Be from the Earth, as they deferve, deftroy’d, 
While, thou my Soul, art in his Praife employ’d. 



THE 
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'|X7 He n God a thoufand Miracles had wrought, 

The fav’rite Tribes Deliv’rance to promote, 
And marching on in Triumph at their head, 

Their Hoft to promis’d Canaan led ; 

Then, Jacob, was thy refcu’d Race, 
Diftinguifh’d by peculiar marks of Grace. 

Their Happinefs and Honour to advance, 

He chofe them for his own Inheritance. 


With whom alone their gracious God 
Would make his Refidence, and bleft abode* 

They were from Heav’n inftru&ed to adore 
Their God, aud with Celeftial Light, 
Canaan was bleft, as Go/ben was before. 

While all their Neighbours lay involv’d in Night* 
God the Foundations of their Empire laid, 

The Model of their Conftitution made: 


He on their Throne, their King in Perfon fate, 
And rul’d with equal Laws the Sacred State. 
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- * 

For this bleft purpofe Jacob's Seed 
Was from Egyptian Bondage freed, 


# 
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When God to do this wondrous work was pleas'd. 

Great Confternation Nature feiz’d. 

The reftif Floods refus’d to flow, 

Panting with Feaf the Winds could find no Breath to blow. 
Th’aftonifh’d Sea did motionlefs become, 

Horror its Waters did benumb. 

The briny Waves that reer*d themlelves to fee 
Th’ Almighty’s Judgments, and his Majefty, 

With Terror cryftaliz’d began to halt,, 

Then Pillars grew, and Rocks of Salt- 

Jordan as foon as this great Deed it faw, 

Struck with a reverential Aw 
Started, and with Precipitation fled, 

In haft the thronging Waves ran backward to their Head, 


Vaft Hills were mov’d from out their place, 
Terror the Mountains did conftrain 
To lift themfelves from off their Bale, 

t 

And on their rocky Roots to dance about the Plain. 
The little Hills aftonifh’d at the Sight, 

Flew to the Mother Mountains in a fright, 

■ * 

\ ' • X 

And did about them skip, as Lambs 

, * « 

Run to, and bleat around their trembling Dams. 

What ail’d thee, O thou troubled Sea, 

That thou with all thy watry Troops diclft flee ? 
What ail’d thee, Jordan ? tell the caufe 
That made thy Flood break Nature’s Laws; 
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Thy Courle thou didft not only flop, 

And roll thy liquid Volumes up, 

But didft ev’n backward flow, to hide, 

Within thy Fountains Head thy refluent Tyde. 

What did the lofty Mountains ail ? 

What Pangs of Fear did all the Hills aflail 
That they their Station could not keep, 

But fear d with danger run, like tim’rous fcatter’d Sheep 

But why do I demand a Caufe 
Of your Amazement, which deferves Applaufe ? 
Yours was a juft becoming Fear, 

For when th* Almighty does appear, 

Not only you, but the whole Earth Ihould quake, 
And out of Rev rence Ihould its place forfake. 

For he is Nature’s Sov raign Lord, 

Who by his great commanding Word, 

Can make the Floods to folid Cryftal grow, 

Or melt the Rocks, and make their Marble flow. 
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Y E bright, Immortal Colonys, 
That PaodIp all the Regions 


A That ■ People all the Regions of the Skys, 
That in your blifsful Seats above 

Inhabit Glory, dwell in Light and Love: . 

Ye mighty Gen’raJe, who command 
Th’ Almighty’s Hoft, ye Minifters that hand 
In his bleft Prefence to receive . 

. * i . - 4 9 ■ • *■f ' f ; - i 

What Orders he is pleas’d to give : , 

Ye Guards and Houlhpld Servants who relbrt 

To pay attendance at his Court: 

• ' — 

Ye Saints pnd Seraphs who aftonilh’d fee 

< j 1 ‘ 

His Greatnefs, and eflential Majefty: 

Tune your Celeftial Harps, and fing 

The Triumphs of th’ Etefnal King. 

All ye his Heav’nly Hofts applaud r 
In long continu’d Shouts your wonder-working God, 


t • / 


r » 

r k 

*. - J 


Ye Sun and Moon and Stars, that grace the Night, 

* 9 • j ' * t 1 ^ *; . » . , 

Praife him the unexhaufted Spring of Light, 
Whence your dependent Inflijence dreams, 

/ '. * 'm J 

Whence you derive your delegated Beam*. , 

.* , 1 « ' +4 : • * m - ^ * 


Hh 


Exalt 
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Exalt his Name, and fpread his Praife 
As far as you diffiife your Rays. 

Let all the glorious Worlds above agree 

*- • * ✓ * 

In this Celeftial Harnjbny: 

And let the dancing, ecchoing Sphears around 
Reverberate the Joy, and propagate the found. 

Ye thin tranfparent Regions of the Air, 

- i 

And all ye flying Nations there 

% • * 

With one melodious Voice th’ Eternals Praife declare. 

Let Tempefts with their ftormy Noife, 

And Thunder with its roaring Voice, 

I • 

God’s own Artillery, proclaim 
Thro’ all the lift ning World th* Eternal’s Fame. 
From ev’ry Quarter aV ye Winds arife, 

On whole fwift Wings th* Almighty flys, 
When he his Progrefs makes into th’ inferiour Skys. 
Blow all your Blafts, and all your Breath employ 
In loud Applaufes, and in Songs of Joy. 

to 

Ye Vapours that by God’s Command arife, 

To fill Heav’n’s Magazines with frefti Supplys, 
And for the Meteors new Materials bring, 

As you afcend to Heav’n, th’ Eternal’s Praifes fing. 
Ye Clouds that by purfuing Winds are driv’n, 
Pour with your Rain your Praifes forth, 

Let thefe afcend, as high as Heav’n, 

As that defcendS to bleis the Earth. 


Praife 
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Praife the x)ivirj£ Artificer, , * 

0 # ^ ’ N 

Ye Lightnings, which his .Hands prepare, 
And all ye curious Fireworks of the Air. 


Praife him ye other Meteors of the Sky, 

if i ' ■ i* > 

Ye Hailftonjes, Mifts and Woolly Snow’, 

' . i J * * • 

The Manufactures ^v'Jiich he works on high, 
FoyNature’s Service here below. 


‘ V I * 


Let Nature’s mighty; Sov’raign Lord, 

Be bv the Deep, n.nd all the Floods ador’d. 

• f •> / • 

In Confort let the Billows rpar, 

And make his Praife rebound from Shore to Shore. 


Let the fcaly People dance 
Before ’em let their Lords,the mighty Whales advance: 
And high amidft tjie Air on this great Day 

,• ) ' ■ rv / 

Let all the Waterworks from their vaftNoftrils play. 
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And while the Deep, the Air and Sky, 
Vocal become th’ Almighty’s Name to raife, 
Let not the Earth ftand filent by, 

i i 

But joyn to celebrate his Praife. 

Ye Dragons, Wolves, and all ye falvage Kind 
On ecchoing Hills in Confort joyn’d, 

To him your Adoration pay, 

Whofe Bounty in the Defart finds you Prey. 
Do you your Gratitude exprefs, 

And make his Praifes ring thro’all the Wildernefs. 
Ye Pines and Cedars tune your felves to play 
Th’ Almighty’s Praifes oh this folemn Day. 


Hh ^ 


And 
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And ling ye Mountains, Hills, and floods, 

-• • • -v - J . £*'*'*' *’ 

To th’ Inftrumental Mufic of the Woods. 

t 

Ye Kings, the King of Kings adore, 

/ ■ y 

And at his Feet your borrow’d Scepters lay, 

4 ’ ' * * 'N * 

Applaud the Spring of all Imperial Pow’r, 

t 

You ’re here but Subjects, and (hould Homage pay. 
Let Songs of Praife the Gratitude atteft 
Of Aged Men, long by his Favours bleft. 

Let rapt’rous Zeal Young Men and Maids inflame, 
To celebrate their Maker’s Fame, 

Let lifping Infants at his Praifes aim. 

Let all th’ Eternal’s Works confpire 
To execute this bleft defign, 

To praife him let them all combine, 

And make the World one Univerfal Quire. 
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Song of M O S E S 
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D EUT. Chap. 32. 

A Ttend, O Heav’ns, and you Empyreal Sphears 
Did you polTefs as many lift ning Ears, 

As Starry Eyes, all, as you roll along, 

Should be employ’d to hear my following Song. 

r 

To my important words a while attend, 

And back my Notes in tuneful Ecchoes fend. 

Peace, ye tumultuous Waters of the Deep, 

r 

A while ye yelling Monfters filence keep, v 

And let the Billows roll, and rock themfelves afleep. y 
Be ftill, ye Earthquakes, in the Caves beneath, 

Ye Winds be hufht, and ftop your ftormy Breath. 
Thunders, your bellowing, deaf ning Noife forbear, 
Tempefts be gone, and leave in Peace the Air; 
That fo the quiet Earth, and Air, and Sea, ~l 
Without difturbance may attention pay, r 

Whilft I th’ Almighty’s wondrous Deeds diiplay. J 

And let not my Divine Difcourfe be vain, 

Let it diftill as Dew, and drop as Rain, 


That 
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That in their grafly Garments cloaths the Hills, 

And with rich Fruits the fmiling Vally fills. 

Whilft I to all the World aloud proclaim 

, ''v 

jps, Majefty,<-his gbeat gnd awful Name, 

•■» ~ , 1 __ 

Whilft I his Triumphs fing, ye Tribes, do you 

To God afcribe the PowV and Qlory due. 

* 

God is a Rock unchang’d by Ages paft, 

And by the future (hall, un^aken, laft. 

Perfedt are all his Works, and all his Ways ; 

From Truth’s Sternal Rule he never ftrays. 
Upright and Equal all his Adts appear, 

He’s juft, when kind, and gracious, whenfevere. 
Therefore, ye Sons of Jacob, be it known 
On your own heads you*ve pull’d Deftru&ion dowm 
Your black Offences have incens’d your God, 

And forc’d his hand to take his vengeful Rod. 

Say not that yours, the Faults of Children are, 
Which a, kind Father is induc’d to fpare: 

Your Crimjon Spots, your foul and loathfome ftains 
Tell the rank Poifon that infers your Veins* 

Your unexampled Contumaty fliOws 
You are not Children, but invet’rate Foes. 

Th’ Almighty’s Gbodnefs do you thus defpife, 

Ah foolilh Generation and unwife! 

* 

Your Great Deliverer do you thus requite ? 

His Pow’r and Mercy thus perverfly flight ? 

You by a vaft expence of Wonders bought, 

He from your Bondage back from Egypt brought; 
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He then advanc’d you to Imperial Sway, 

And made the Pagan Kings your Laws obey. 

From all Mankind he chofe you for his own, 

r 

And did your Sons with Pow’r and Plenty crown. 

Confult our antient Fathers, to the lource 
Of our recorded Story have recourfe : 

You’ll find when God did with a lib’ral hand 
Among the Nations give the parted Land, 

He Canaan s happy Region did divide, 

Where Jacob's Offspring fhould at laft relide. 

t 

He from the Pagan did his People bound, 

Arid for himfelf fenc’d this Inclofure round, 

And bleft with his Abode the (acred Ground. 

To Wealth and Pow’r he Ifrael did advance, 

And with his Gifts enrich’d his own Inheritance. 

To feek out Jacob he the Defart paft, 

And found him in a lonefome yelling Waft, 

With pain and want, and fervile Chains oppteft, 

A Prey to every fierce Egyptian Beaft. 

God with Compaflion mov’d to fuch diftrefs, 

Led the loft Stranger thro* the Wildemefs. 

He fhielded him with his refiftlefs Might, 

And to direct him to proceed aright, 

He on his Mind diffus’d his Heav’nly Light. 

He did his Wants and Pleafures too fupply, 

And kept him as the Apple of his Eye. 

See as an Eagle o’er her young ones flys, 

Spreads out her Wings, and flutters in the Skys. 

How 
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How from their Neft (he does her Offspring bear, 
Their Courage to^ provoke, and make -’em dare 
To try their Wings,- and tr^ft themfelves in Air : 
So did th’ Almighty Jacob 7 s $ons excite, 

From Egypt's Prifons to attempt their flight: 
Which he afiifted with a Father’s Care, r 
And did their way thro’ parting Waves prepare. 
Hethro’thepathlefs Defart; wa&their guide, 

And when the Tribes for Egypt's Onions cry’d, 
He in the Wildernefs his Table fpread, 

And in his Airy Ovens bak’d theBread, 

With which th’ ungrateful Murmurers were fed. 


Then marching pnwardwitha mighty hand, 

He led them to poflefs a fertile land. 

There they the vanquifli’d Heathen Lords purfu’d, 

Reduc’d their Towns, and their ftrong Forts fubduxl, 

That they the fruitful Region might enjoy, • 

And with delights their ravifli’d Senfes cloy. 

A Soil which Nature’s chojeeft Favours crown, 

With Floods of AfUk and Hony overflown : 

Hony, that runs in yellotv, flragrarit Sfeas, 

From out the holes of Rocks and hollow Trees. 

Bath’d in their Oyl their chearful Faces flionei, 

A nd with the Grape’s rich blood they warm’d their own- 
And yet theTribe^ bfy gracious HeavVcareft, 

Rever’d abroad, at home with Plenty Heft, 

Grew fat and vicious, like a pamper’d Beaft. 

They all the Bounds of grateful Duty broke, 

Spurn’d at their Lord, and kick’d againft his Yoke. 

Strange 
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Strange Gods inveigled their perfidious Heart 
The Worfhip of th’ Almighty to defert; 

Tho’ he had unexampled Kiridnefs fhowrt. 
And had efpous’d their Int’refts, as his own. 
Then in his Bread fierce Jealoufy began, 

The Rage of God, as well as Ms of Man. 


They impious Adoration proftrate -pay, : 

And Sacrifices in their Temples flay 

i. *• 

To foul Infernal Fiends, ^ that there abide, 

And in the Mock-Divinitys Fefider 

The Fools, the Gods they ferve, themlelves create* 

« V 

All upftart Deitys of modern Date; ‘ • r 

Gods the produdions of fantaftic Fear, ' i 

‘ » • 

Not Gods above, but manufadur’d here* : / \ 


«> 

But their Celeftial Father they forgot, 

Who their unthankful Tribes from Egypt brought. 
Who as a Rock did them in danger hide, ! - 
Remove their Fears, ahd for their Wants provide 
Who gave them Riches with a bounteous Hand,- 
Rais’d them to Honour^ fcfnd to wide Command*! ■ 
Such their Perverfnefs artd'Oflfences wefe, :: ' 
That God his People, • 6/ice Ms tender Gare, : / 

In his fierce Indignatic^. did difclai% r V f : v 




And threw his Lhildreippfj^hiS ChddPnP put in J> 
Henceforth, he} laid, i will conceal pxj. Face,, 
And hide my felf from this unfiiithfuhRace. 

V 

Then they, and all the Nations rovmd (hall fee? 
The fad Event of their Apoftacy. 

Ii 
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From my Protection and my Favour caft, 

Which they have long abus’d, they fhall at la ft, 

The dreadful fruits of their Rebellions taft. 

Since the perverfe and ftubbom Tribes agree, 

To fire my Soul with Rage and Jealoufy, 

Imaginary Gods while they adore, 

And to their Fictions give Almighty Pow’r; 

In like defigns againft them I’ll engage, 

And will their Sons with Jealoufy enrage. 

The Time will come when I’ll no more confine 
My Favours and Regard to Jacob's Line, 

To grieve their Sons, my Blefling I’ll difpence 
Among a falvage People void of Senfe. 

I’ll, like my Sun, fpread my inlightning Grace i 

On every Nation fprung from Adams Race. 

/ 

On thee,. O Jacob, I thy angry God, 

Vaft heaps of heavy Mifchief will unload. 

For kindled by my Wrath a Fire fhall burn 
The Forrefts down, and Hills to Cinders turn. 

It thro’ the Bowels of the Earth fhall fpread, 

And fcorch the cold Apartments of the Dead. 

All Nature’s Frame fhall my fierce Anger feel, 

And furfeited with Wrath, the drunken Earth fhall reel. 

I all my Stores and Arfenals will drain, 

To pour DeftruCtion down, and deadly Pain. 

• r 

Ill from my Quiver all my Arrows fend, 

And Ijrael to deftroy will all my Vengeance fpend. 



Some 
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Some (hall by ling’ring Famine wafted ly, 

And (hall not, till ’tis late, have leave to dy. 

v. 

Their Air (hall be infedted, and the Breath 
That fed their Life, fhall now give certain Death. 
Fevers in livid, poifonous Steams convey’d, 

And burning Plagues their Dwellings fhall invade, 
If any fhou’d thefe foremoft Plagues outlive, 

I’ll to the Forreft Beafts Commiffions give, 

And to the Serpents that in Caves abide, 

Or in theDuft their fpeckled Terrors hide, 

Th’ Apoftate Sons of Jacob to devour, 

That flight my Favours, and defy my Pow’r. 

If thefe Domeftic Mifchiefs can’t deftroy 
This ftubborn Nation, I’ll the Sword employ. 

I’ll bring in fure Deftrudtion from afar, 

And all the Terrors of refiftlefs War. 

Their Innocence in. vain the Virgins plead, 

t 

Young Men their Youth, the Old their floary Head 

Pierc d with the Sword the fucking,lnfant crys, .. 

■ • / ' 

And in th’ expiring Mother’s Bofom dys. ... 

I from the Earth would thefe Apoftates drive, 

And leave no Soul of Jacob's Line alive; - 

Did not I fear the Heathen would blafpheme, 

♦ 

Reproach my Condu "ft, and my Wrath condemn. 
That they would vaunt, and fay their mighty hand 

Ijrael fubdu’d, and chas’d him from his Land. 

./ 

For Jacob's void of Senfe, and does rejedfc 
Th’ Advice by which he fhould his ways direct. 
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O that thefe unconfidering Tribes were wife! 

O that they knew wherein their Int’reft lyes! 

That they to wholefome Counfels would attend, 
Think on their Ways, and on their later End ! 
That they would thus reflect, God’s vengeful Blow 
Is fure and fatal, be it ne’er fo flow. 

The Debt of Vengeance does by his delay 
Augment the Sum, which he at laft will pay. 

How fhould a Man a Thoufand chafe, and two 
Ten Thoufand flying Enemys purfue, 

Had not their God in Wrath withdrawn his Aid 
And their high Fences flat and open laid; 

Had he not fhut them up in Holes and Caves, 

Or fold ’em to th’ infultmg Foe for Slaves ? 

For, let our Foes be Judges, they’ll declare 
That to our God, their own inferiour are. 

This by th’ Suffrings which they undergo, 

Their conquer’d Towns and routed Armys know. 
Had he been pleas’d among us to abide, 

Conqueft had ftill attended Ifraefs fide. 

’Tis from our felves alone our Sufferings fpring, 

For Sin at laft will fure Deftrudion bring. 

vti 

I planted 'Jatdb as a ndble Vine, 

Expediting thence a rich and genrous Wine, 

% 

But ’tis degenerate, and a fourer Juice 
The Vines in Sodom $ Fields didne’er produce. 

No bafer Stock did in Gomorrah grow; 

Wormwood and Grail from its preft Clufters flow. 
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No ranker Poifon wild Arabia yields 
Than this, that grows in Paleftina’s Fields; 

Their Wine outdoes the Venom Afps afford, 

1 

Or that, with which the Serpent’s Teeth are ftor’d: 
But tho’ I fuffer long they grofly err, 

That thence (hall their Impunity infer. 

Their Wickednefs exactly I record, 

J 

Their Crimes are fafely with my Treafure ftor’d* 
Next to the Caves where I my Vengeance hoard. 

To me belongs to punifh and reward, 

The Debt is ne’er forgotten, tho’ deferred. 
Vengeance digefts, and ftrengthens as it lies* 

And will at laft to full Perfection rife. 

Sin and DeftruCtion ftill together go, 

Vengeance is ripe, whenever Sin is fo. 

The black and difnaal Day approaches near* 

V 

When Juftioe in its Terrors will appear. 

A Day of greater Sorrow and Diftrefs 
Than Fear can apprehend, or Words exprefj: 
Then fuffring IJrael will in Anguifh fay, 

I did not pardon, tho’ I did delay. 

Yet God at laft will from his Wrath depart* 
Plead for his People, and their Caufe affcrt. 

His tender Nature will at laft relent, 

And if his People do, he’ll foon repent. 
Commiferation will poffefs his fireaft, 

When he fhtffl fee his Ifrael fore oppreft. 

i j j 

When he (hall find the Plagues that he employ’d, 
Has almoft Jacob's guilty Race deftroy’d. 
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He’ll thus the ftupid Criminals upbraid, 

Where are the Gods to whom you bow’d and pray’d ? 
Now for Protection to your Idols flee, 

The Gods you chofe, when you rejected me. 

You did your Adoration to them pay; 

Your Sacrifices at their Altars flay, 

And rich Oblations there profufely lay. 

To thefe Abominations, Ifrael, cry, 

In thy diftrefs their Power and Goodnefs try. 

With loud repeated Pray’rs thy Gods invoke, 

To bring thee Aid and break thy heavy Yoke. 

Now by your fad experience learn and fee, 

That I the Lord, ev’n I alone am he, 

That can fubdue your Foes and fet your Captives free. 
I at my Pleafure Kill and make alive, 

I wound and heal, I health and ficknefs give. 

Where is the Arm that cart my Pow’r withftand, 

And tear a Pris’ner from my griping Hand ? 

I lift my hand, rhoft folemnly I fwear, 

And, as I live for ever, I declare 
That when I once begin to take the Field, 

To whet my glitt’ring Sword, and raife my Shield, 
When I my deadly Inftruments prepare, 

And arm my felf to undertake the War; 

My Fury fhall my Enemys devour, 

And on their Land I’ll Storms of Vengeance pour. 

I’ll give my hungry Sword their Flefh for Food, 

And make my thirfty Arrows drunk with Blood. 
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Their Voices let the Gentile World employ, 

And joyn with Jacob's Sons in Songs of Joy : 

For on their Foes God will avenge the blood 
Of thofe who ftedfaft in his Service flood. 

To Ijrael he his Mercy will extend, 

And Heavnly Light and Truth amidft their Dwellings fend. 
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Beginning at the 4 tb, and ending at the 24/^ Verle. 

t 

T H E Nations round amaz’d and overjoy’d, 

Shall crowd to fee proud Babylon deftroy’d. 
They’ll fpred their Hands to Heav’n, and fay, 

O bleft, O long expe&ed Day! 

How from his Throne is the great Tyrant call, 

The Ravager that all our Towns defac’t, 

Ruin’d Mankind, and laid all Nature waft! 

How is th’ Imperial, Purple Plague that reign’d 
And rag’d fo long at laft reftraind ? 

Where are the Guards who us’d to Wait 
Before th’ Oppreflor’s Palace Gate ? 

Where are the awful Enfigns of his State ? 

Where is the fawning flattf ing Throng, 

That to his Court did once belong ? 

Who did the Monfter as a God adore, 

And blefs therav’ning Jaws that did Mankind devour. 

The haughty City which the World controul’d, 
Magnificent with Cedar, and with Gold, 


Kk 
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Which tow’ring ftood amidft the Skys, 

See where her Head in heaps of Rubbifh lys. 

Is this the City will Spectators fay^ 

That all the World her Empire did furvey ? 

That made the Nations tremble with her Frowns, 

* / 

And gave to Kings their Tributary Crowns? 

. How great k Change 1 good Heav’ns, how foon ■ 

Is all her Prideand Glory gone ! 

God by a great illuftrious Stroke 
Of Juft ice, has her Monarch’s Scepter broke, 

And freed the groaning Nations from his Yoke. 

He has deftroy’d the Tow’rs of Babylon , 

And rent the Pillars that upheld her Throne. 1 

He has her cruel Pow*r wlthftood, 

And on her Head aveng’d the Nation’s Blood* . 

She that the Faces of the Poor did grind, 

That ne'er to Mercy was inclin’d, 

Shall no Compaflion frormjthe Conq’rour find. 

The People by her Yoke oppreft, 

ByHeav’n deliver’d from their Bondage reft. 
Kingdoms enflav’d their Liberty regain, 

And Captives from their Feet {hake off the fervile Chain 
Loud Triumphs, univerfal Joy, 

And Songs of Praife fhall all the Earth employ. 


The Pines and Fir-trees on the Hills rejoyce, 
And with a grateful Voice 
The Cedars that in ftately Order grow 
On Lebanon s high Airy Brow, 


The XIVth Chap, of ISAIAH. 


=53 


Cry, we of this Deliverance too partake, 

Let us as well as Men our thankful Offering make. 

We Liberty, as well as they, enjoy; 

No more {hall Babylon employ, 

Her Ravagers our quiet to annoy. 

Our Spoils fhall yield no more fupply 
To the proud City’s Luxury. 

No more the Feller (hall our Foreft wound, 

No more the Axe fhall thro’ the Hills refound, 

Nor fhall our mangl’d Limbs o’erfpred th’encumber’d ground 


The Grave (hall forth’ AJJyrian Monarch’s fake 
Difturb the Peaceful Dead, and make 
Her droufy Lodgers rile, 

Shake from their Feet their Chains, and Slumber from their 

r E^eSv 

Princes and Kings who underground L “ 

Only with Worms and Duft are crown’d, 

She from their Beds of Darknefs fhall releafe, 


The only Thrones they now poffefs : 

To meet Ajjyrias Tyrant on his way. 

The Grave this Royal EmbafTy fhall fend; * 

And, as inftru&ed, they fhall fay, 

O King, does thus thy Pomp and Empire end ? 

Feeble as we art thou become ? 

Muft we conduct thee to a narrow Tomb, 

For whom the World before had fcarce fufficient room ? 
Art thou whole Scepter had fo vaft a fway, 

Whofe Will ev’n Kings themfelves did once obey, 
Stript of thy Pow’r and Majefty, 

Art thou as Naked, Poor and Weak as we ? 

Kk 2 


Could 
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Could not thy Conq’ring Armys fave 
Their mighty Monarch from the Grave ? 

Muft thou too in a dark and dufty Bed 
Lay thy Imperial awful Head, 

And be with Worms inftead of Scarlet fpread ? 
And muft the Ear 
That us’d to hear 

The Viol’s, or the Harp’s melodious Noife, 

Or the Flatterer’s l'ofter Voice, 

Be now with us the Dead entomb’d, 

To everlafting Silence doom’d ? 

How art thou fal’n from Heav'n, O Lucifer , 

Son of the Morn, 

,■/: How does thy Glory difappear, 

Which once thy Temples did adorn? 

Grown mad with Pride, by Flatt’ry fed, 

Thou in thy Heart has oft blafpheming faid, 

I into Heav’n, will, as a God^ arife, 

And fhine above the Stars amidft the Skys. 

Worth ip Divine will me befit, 

I bafe Mortality difown, 

And therefore will on Zion fix my Throne, 

And there to be ador’d in Majefty will fit. 

Above the Clouds of Heav’n will I afcend, 

\ * 

And my Dominion p’er the World extend. 

My Greatnefs Men fhall like to God’s adore, 

And uncontroul’d, like his, lhall be my Sov’raign Pow 
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Yet, Tyrant, thou (halt fink as low as Hell, 

And of thy State diverted dwell 
In the gloomy Shades beneath, 

In the dufty Courts of Death. 

Where thy Arrival will the Dead amaze, 

On thee the pale Inhabitants will gaze, 

And cry, is this the late pretended God ’ > 

That govern’d Millions with his Nod, 

And on the Necks of Captive Princes trod ? 

Is this th’Im mortal Man that never cloy’d 
With Blood and Rapine all the Earth deftroy’d ? 

That Princes of their Thrones did difpoflefs 
Did wafted Nations with his Yoke opprefs, 

And made the empty World a howling Wildernefs ? 

Who Tow’rs demolilh’d, goodly Buildings burn’d 
And Cities into Rubbilh turn’d; 

Who never gave his People reft, 

Nor once his Pris’ners from their Chains releaft. 

* 

When other Sov’raign Princes die, 

They lie in pompous Sepulchres, prepar’d 
To Lodge their Royal Family, 

And as they liv’d they are in State inter d. 

But none thy Body in the Tomb fhall lay, 

They’ll caft it as a rotten Branch away. ' r ■ 1 

No Funeral Honours fhall thy Herfe adorn, 

But as the bloody Raiment of the Slaifl 
Whom the next Pit or Quarries entertain T 


Thy 
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Thy more polluted Carcafs fhall with fcom 
Be trodden under foot, and into pieces torn. 

Thou (halt not from thy Palace be convey’d 
As other Monarchs ufe to be, 

Nor in a (lately Tomb be laid 
With coftly Rites and fad Solemnity. 

Etecaufe thy Salvage Hand 
Has (lain thy People and deftroy’d thy Land. 
God (hall all Marks and Monuments efface 
Of this ungodly, cruel Race. 

His Hand that rais’d them up fhall pull ’em down 
And ftrip them of their Glory and Renown. 
Refiftlefs Ruin he will on ’em fend, 

Their Houfe and Empire (hall together end. 

Let it ye Medes and Per fans be you Care 
Deftru&ion for their Children to prepare. 

No tendernefs to Age or Sex exprefs, 

But on the Sons avenge the Father’s Wickednefs. 
That this curd Houfe may never more 
Regain their Splendor and their former Pow’r. 

Thus faith the Lord of Hofts, 0 Babilon , 

Thou ’rt fully ripe for Ruin grown: 

In Storms of Vengeance I’ll againft thee rife 
Which (hall thy carelefs Sons furprife. 
Thy lofty Tow’rs I’ll level lay, 

And fweep thy-'vile Inhabitants away. 
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Thee like to Sodom 1 will make, 

And turn thee to a mighty Lake. 

The lonefome Bittern fhall pofifefs 
This Fenny Seat, this Reedy Wildernefs. 

The Waves fhall thro’ thy Cedar Chambers rowl, 
And on thy Shore fhall Water-Monfters howl. 

The Palaces where cruel Kings did reign, 

In time to come fhall entertain 
The mute OpprefTors of the Main. 

So Babylon fhall always be 
The Seat of Blood and Tyranny. 

A fcaly Garrifon fhall dwell 
In every Fort ancLCittadel. 

The fwift AfTaffins of the Flood fhall fport 
Within thy Monarch’s weedy Court; 

Thither fhall Fifh of every Kind refort. 

There thy Luxurious Sons they fhall devour, 

And feed on thofe, who fed on them before. 
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PARAPHRAS'D. 

* f 

m s 

XT'E various Nations who difperfe 

Your Dwellings thro* the fpacious Univerfe, 
Inhabitants of every diftant Soil, 

Of every Continent and every Ifle, 

At Heav’n’s dread Summons all appear; 

Let all the World colleded throng to hear 
Things that will melt their trembling Hearts with fear. 

Againft the Nations God’s fierce Anger burns, 

Againft them he his pointed Vengeance turns. 

He brings his oldeft Stores of Fury forth, 

Hidden Refervesof Rage, and high fermented Wrath. 

He will the fwifteft Kinds of Death employ 
The Heathen Nations to deftroy; 

Who mixing Arms advance from far 
Againft our Land Confed’rate War. 

Their Bodies fhall unburied lie, a Feaft 
To every rav’ning Forreft Beaft. 

Vultures and all the Rovers of the Air, 

I o the red Fields of Slaughter lliall repair; 

Where they great:Chiefs and Potentates fhall eat, 

And royal Banquets fhall their Hunger treat. 

LI 
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From heaps of putrifying Dead, 

Amidft the Skies 
A noifome Scent fhall rife, 

And thro’ the tainted Air Malignant Vapours fpread. 

% • 

Down from the Hills on which their Armys flood 
Torrents fhall run of reeking Blood, 

And rocky Fragments roll along th’ impetous Flood- 
The Plains fhall lie, and all the Vales around 
Beneath the Purple Inundation drown’d. 

t 

Nature fhall groan, and during this attack 
Her univerfal Frame fhall with Convulfions fhake. 

The Sun and Moon amaz’d to fee 
Nature’s convulfive Agony 
Shall fpring, and ftart from out their Sphears; 
And all the glitt’ring Hoft of Stars 
Seiz’d with no lefs affright, 

Shall fly away from Mortals fight, 

And in the Bofom hide of antient Night. 

The vaft Expanfion drawn around the World, 

Shall like a ufelefs Sail be furl’d. 

All the blew Volumes of the Sky fhall roll 
Themfelves together, as a Parchment Scrole. 
Celeftial Orbs that round us fhine 
Falling from Heaven the World fhall fee 
As Leaves in Autumn from the Vine, 

Or Figgs when ripe, fall from the lhaken Tree. 


Th' 
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Th’ Almighty's Sword, fo ’tis in Heav’n decreed, 

Shall bath it felf in Blood, and on Deftrudtion feed. 

The radiant Spoiler down the Sky 
Shall like projected Lightning fly. 

On Edom's Fields he’ll make his fwift defcent 
To execute his dire Intent 
The reeking Ravager will march in haft 
To flay the Men, and lay the Country waft* 

Where e’er his Courfe the Conq’rour bends, 

Ruin in all its frightful Forms attends. 

Death and Deftru&ion keep an equal pace, 

And Defolation (hews her ghaftly, waftful Face, 

The glitt’ring Glutton fhallbe gorg’d with Food 
Made fat with Spoil and drunk with Blood. 

Not with the Blood of Goats and Lambs, 

Nor fatted with the Flefh of Rams, 

But with the Blood of Ifrael's Foes, 

And with their Flefh who Ifrael's God oppofe. 

Princes and Lords with thefe combin’d 
Againft us, in Deftru&ion too are joyn’d. 

Princes and Lords who arm’d with Pow’r 
The People, as their Prey devour : 

Who lawlefs fway like Unicorns poflefs, 

Or the wild Bulls that range the Wildernefsi 
God has a mighty Sacrifice in hand 
In Bozrah , and at his command 
Vaft (laughter will be made in Edom's Land. 
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A Slaughter and a Sacrifice 

Where harmlefs Beafts are fav’d, and Man th’ Offender dies. 


So great a Slaughter fhall be made, 

That all the Land fhall under Blood be laid. 
The Carcafles of Idumeans flain 

Shall cover every Hill and Plain. 

For this is that tremendous Day 
Which God appoints, wherein to pay 
The mighty Sums of Fury in arrear, 

And his vaft Debt of Vengeance clear; 

His long contracted Debt of Vengeance due 
To Nations, that his People’s fall purfue. 

Their Floods to lazy Streams of Pitch (hall turn, 
And kindled Briaiftone fhall their Cities bum. 
The Clouds fhall fpouts of Flame *>n Edom pour, 
Such as Gomorrah did devour ; 

Whence everlafting Smoke fhall rife, 

As from a burning Mount amidft the Skies; 

No People more fhall e’er pofTefs 
This ruin’d Land, this burning Wildernefs: 

No Trav’ller ever more fhall pafs 
Thro’ this accurs’d, inhofpitable Place. 

Ne’er fhall be feen the footfteps of a Man* 

But the hoarce Bittern, and the Pelican, 

The Owl and Raven fhall inhabit there 
With all th’ illboding Monfters of the Air. 

God to accomplifh hi9 defign, 

O’er Edom fhall extend his meafuring Line : 


Shall 
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Shall draw his Compafs round about, 
And for Deftru&ion mark the People out. 


1 • ■ »■ 

1 * * ; 
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No Idumean Prince or’Lord 

Shall fcajpe the ConqTing Sword: 

1 Thirties and thorny Trees 
Shall flourifhin their Princes Palaces. ' !r briA 
Nettles (hall fpring aroundtheir Monarch’s Tftrdhe j i f 
Their Forts with Brambles (ball be ovefgro# ra, : ' 

And mofly Turf (hall cover every Stofl£: : 

Their gilded Roofs (hall lodge the Bat and Owl, 

And in their lofty Rooms of State 
Where cringing Sycophants did wait, 

Dragons (hall hifs, and hungry Wolves (hall howl. 

I11 Courts before by mighty Lords pofleft. 

The Serpent (hall ere£t his fpeckled Creft, 

Or fold his circling Spires to reft. 


The long-neck’d Gyant of the feather’d Kind 
The Oftrich, there a fandy Neft (hall find. 
Leopards and all the rav’ning Brotherhoods 

That range the Plains, or lurk in Woods, 
Each other fhall invite to come 
And make this wilder Place their home. 
Fierce Beafts of every frightful (hape and fize, 
Shall fetle here their bloody Colonys. 

Satyrs fhall to their Fellows cry, advance, 

Let us to Edotns Land make haft, 

’Tis a filent, lonefome Waft, 

There let us dwell, there let us fport and dance. 


The 
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The Screech-Owl thither fhali direct her flight, 
With all the Hooping Horrors of the Night: 

There they (hall build their Nefts and breed; 
Their Eggs they’ll unmolefted lay, 

There o er their Young their Wings difjplay 
And there the gaping Callow Monfters feed. 

The Vultures there and all the Eagle Kind 
Shall rendezvous o’erjoy’d to find 
A perfect defolation to their Mind. 


THE 
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xlth Chap, of Ifaiah 

PARAPHRAS’D. 


Y E Prophets who divine Credentials bear 
Diftinguifh’d by your Sacred Chara&er, 
Envoys and Agents, who by my Command 
Refide in Paleftinas Land; 

l 

To whom Commiffion I have givn 
To manage there the Interefts of Heav’n ; 

Ye holy Heralds who proclaim 
Or War or Peace in mine your Matter’s Name, 

Let my defponding People know, 

That I their God will mitigate their Woe, 

Tell them Compaflion melts my Heart 
That I of punifhing Repent, 

And that their bleeding Wounds and Smart 
Which my own hand inflicted, I Lament. 

Comfort Jerufalem^ and qry 
The time of her Deliverance is nigh. 

Say her Offences I’ll forget, 

Nor more my fcourging Strokes repeat. 
Her Suffrings and her Servitude (hall ceafe, 

And from Oppreffion I’ll her Sons releafe. 

Th’ Allarms of War fhe fhall no longer hear,’ 

No more Ajfyrian Armys fear. 


She 
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She fhall enjoy uninterrupted Eafe, 

Gather’d beneath the downy Wings of Peace. 
The Sufferings fhe has undergone 

Wrath forall her Sins atoned 



Hark! What a loud Majeftic found 
What awful Accents from the Hills rebound! 
Liften with Rev’rence, Hark! the noife 

f 

Grows more diftin£t; ’tis the commanding Voice 
Of one that in the Defart crys, 

Let all the Nations round arife: 

Ye Pioneers of Heav’n prepare a Road 

Thro’ the pathlefs Wildernefs, 

Make it plain and ftrait and broad, 
And let your Shouts your Joy exprefs. 

Th’ obftruSting Groves and Forrefts level lay, 
And for th’ Almighty make a Way; 

For he in Perfon will his People head 
And out from Babylon his refcu’d Captives lead. 

He will from Heav’n defcend to free 

I 

The Nations from Infernal Slavery. 

He’ll bring them out by Miracles of Might 
From Pagan Darknefs to Celeftial Light. 


Sink every Mountain, every Hill, 

And with their Ruins every vally fill. 

Smooth every rugged, rocky place, 
And every narrow Defile enlarge, 

For God this way in Triumph means to pafs, 
As he from Babylon conducts his Charge. 
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Make an open, eafy way, 

Where God his Glory may difplay; 

* For the Divine Deliverer 1 
Will on his Marchin Majefty appear. ' i f 
His high Perfedtions he’ll revril, and lhew 1 
Th’ aftohifh’d World whit Wonders he dan do. 
That he’ll effe<ft this mighty Work, the Lord 7 
Has giv’n his never-failing Word. ' 


,r 
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Th’ Almighty hid his Prophet fay, 

All Men are fubjedt to decay, 

And wither, like the Grafs, away. 

To every Stotm or Blaft they yield, 

And fade, like Fiowers, that paint the Field ; 
But the Almighty’s Word (hall ft and fecure, 

And like himlelf for ever ftiall endure. 


•* ' t \ 
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0 Zion ! whofe impending, airy Brow 

Surveys the Hills, as well as Vales below. 

The joyful Tydings thou haft got, impart 

l f 

To raife my People’s drooping Heart. 

Lift up thy Voice and let the Ecchoing found’ 
From Wood to Wood, from Hill to Hill rebound, 

. *■ e 7 

And ring thro all the Vales and all the Towns around. 

, * f 

Cry with a loud and fearlefs Voicd, 

Let all thy Cities, Palestine. , rejoyce. 

Your -finking Heads ye Towns of Judah reer 
Behold yOtar God your great Deliverer 
In Perfon to your Aid'advances near. *' s r 


i. > 
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See where th’ Almighty Conq’rour takes the Field ; 

In his ftrong Hand what Terrors does he wield ? 

How dreadful are his Steps? how bright his Sword and Shield? 
See how the Forrefts at his Prefence bow 
How filently the Rivers flow. 

How do the Plains, thro’ which he marches,fmoke! 

How do the troubled Mountains rock! 

He needs the Aid of no Confed rate Pow’r, 

His Angle Arms will Victory enfure. 

He brings to crown the Juft a bright Reward, 

And for the Wicked Vengeance has prepar’d. 

He as a faithful Shepherd, will attend 

His Flock with tender Care, and condefcend 
To carry in his Arms the Feeble Lambs, 

And gently lead the pregnant Dams. 

His People in his Word may reftfeqire, 

For Boundlefs, as his Mercy, is his Pow’r. 

In the wide hollow of his Hand may fleep 
All the collected Waters of the Deep: 

Let all the Rivers too be thither roll’d, 

The vaft Abyfs will yet more Seas and Rivers hold. 

His Span acrofs the wideft Heav’ns can ftretch, 

And the vaft Void beyond ’em over-reach. 

The Rocks and Hills he in a Ballance lays 
And high amid’ft the Air th’ uplifted Mountains weighs. 
This Globe when held in his Capacious Hand, 

Seems a fmall Atome, or a Angle Sand. 


When 
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When God the Draughts of Heav’n and Earth delign’d, 
And form’d the noble Platform in his Mind, 

Did any skilful Archited 
Help him his wondrous Model to coned ? 

When he the World’s Foundations laid 
And rais’d the lofty Pillars with his Halid, 

To give him or Advice or Aid 
Did any Wife Surveyor by him ftand ? 

Did he from any, Counfel need 
How in Creation to proceed ? 

When by athoufand Wonders wrought 
His vaft Defign was to perfection brought, 

What Councellour of State did him inftrud 
The World his Creature to condud ? 

Who taught him how the Univerfe to fway, 

And form the Maxims of his Government, 

To fettle Nature in a ltedy Way, 

And all deftrudive Uproar to prevent ? 

How, where ten thoufand Creatures difagree, 

To make their Motions end in perfed Harmony ? 

How with unerring Methods to purfue 
The glorious Ends he had at firft in view ? 

God does the Nations of the World regard 
As a fmall drop with the vaft Deep compar’d; 

Or Duft that in the Ballance gives no Weight 
To prefs the Scale and change its equal State. 

God by their rocky Roots takes up the Hills, 

And from their Oazy Beds the Ifles. 

M m a 
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He hurls them from their former Seat, 

As things of neither Bulk, nor Weight. 

0 Lebanon whofe fpacious Head 
Is with afpiring Cedars fpread, 

With Wood fufficient is thy Forreft ftor’d, 

Or can it Beads enough afford 
For a Burnt off ring for all Nature’s Lord 
Againft him fhould the Nations rife 
He would negleCt their weak alarms, 

This wretched Hoft of Worms he would defpife, 

And laugh at empty Vanity in Arms. 

If God the Spring of Life and Pow’r 
By whofe fupplyshis various Worlds endure, 

Held back his Streams, Mankind would loon expire, 

_ r 

Diffolve, and into nothing ftrait retire. 

Since his Perfections fo tranfcendent are, 

What Image can his Being reprefent ? 

What can you with Almighty Strength compare ? 

What Figure of Infinity invent ? j 

The fenfelefs Heathens to the Artift run 
Who deals in Deities of Wood and Stone; 

The Fools befpeak an Antick lacker’d God 
To Guard their Perfons, and Abode. 

The melted Metal in the Furnace flows 
Then in the Mould the ftifFning Idol glows: 

Aijd when their God grows Hard and Cold, 

The Workman makes him fine,and daubs him o’er with Gold. 

The 
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The Crowd their gaudy Deity admire 
Th’ effeCt of Art, the Creature of the Fire. 

Then leaft their Feeble God lhould fall 
With Silver Chains they fix him to the Wall. 

A likely Guardian this, to fave 
The Men, that his Protection crave. 

The Man that’s grown fo Indigent and Poor 
He can’t an Off*ring for his God procure, 

To Idols he’s fo much inclind, 

Will ways to get Materials find, 

And to engage the chiefeft Artift’s Care 
A Graven Image to prepare. 

Tho’ after all his Coft and Pains 
The worthlefs Piece fixt in his Place remains. 

It can’t advance a Step, or move a Hand 
In his Defence that does his help demand. 

Ye Pagan Realms that cover’d lie 
With the thick Darknefs of Idolatry, 

How can a Truth to all reveal’d, 

As clear as Day, be ftill from you conceal’d ? 

That is, that God’s the only God, to whom 
You lhould with humble Adoration come. 

The Starry Heav’ns which he has made, 
The Earth whofe deep Foundations he has laid, 

His Being and his Majefty declare, 

* 

And fhew how boundtefs his Perfections are: 
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Above the Circle of the Earth, on high 
He fits enthron’d amidft th’ Emperial Sky; 

Whence when he cafts his Eyes around, 

And views the Earth hung low in Air, 

As little Infeds creeping on the Ground, 

Contemptible Mankind appear. 

The Heav’nly Sphears as Curtains he expands, 

With Orbs of Light Magnificent, 

His fine tranfparent Ether with his Hands, 

Hefpreads to form his Royal Tent. 

He at his Pleafure can deftroy 
The Kings that greateft Pow r and Wealth enjoy. 

He can their royal Heads uncrown 
And from their Thrones can caft them headlong down. 

Deep Root they (hall not take nor Ipread 
Amidft the Clouds their fhady Head. 

Blafted, and with th 1 Almighty’s Breath opptgft, 

As with a furious Tempeft from the Eaft, 

Their ruin’d Branches (hall decay, 

And fade, like-with’ring Plants, away. 

Where then, fays God, can Men my Equal fee ? 

What Objed can refemble me ? 

Lift up, OMan, on high thy wond ring Eyes, 

Regard the Palace of Holy One, 

View the bright Conftellations of the Skies 
Where he has fixt his Adamantine Throne. 

Did not th’ Eternal from th’ Abyfs of Night 
Call forth thofe Heav’ns, and all thofe Orbs of Light ? 

D p 
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Do they not run their Courfes and difpence 
At his Command their Light and Influence ? 

He their great Gen ral Day by Day 
Draws out his glitt’iing Arnliys in Array. 

In conftant Mufters on th’ Etherial Plains 
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The Squadrons he reviews, and all their Pofts ordains. 
As Mafter of his Starry Family, 

He calls his fhining Servants out by Name, 

Gives them their Tasks to which they all agree, 
Whereby his Pow’r and Greatnefs they proclaim; 


Why dofl: thou fay, O Jacob y I complain, 

And make to God my moan in Vain. 
He to my Sorrow no Compaflion fhows, 
Negle&s my Tears, and difregards my Woes; 
The proud Oppreflors cruel Yoke 
Does not his vengeful Wrath provoke. 

I am no more th 1 Almighty’s Care, 

Elfe he would hear my mournful PrayV$ 

And not defert me in my deep Defpair. 

He’ll be no more my Advocate, 

My Caufe to manage in debate. 

He will no more my Injuries redrefs, 

No more condemn my Foes, who me opprels. 
He’s pleas’d fo lqng his People to difown, 
That now our Cafe is delp’rate grown. 
Now, if he would, he can’t affiftance givej 
Were ruin’d, and undone, paft all retrieve. 
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O, doft thou not unthoughtful Jacoby know 
Who made the Heav’ns above and Earth below ? 

Did not thy God, th’ Eternal Lord 

■ r » 

Create them with his great commanding Word ? : - ! 
He rules the World he made, with equal Laws, 

Will fuch a God deferthis Peoples Gaufe ? • 1 

Will he that all things wifely does direct, 

His People’s Interests rieglett, 

f i 

Will he their Suff’rings flight, and earned Pray’rs rejedt ? 


He grows not faint, nor does his Vigour wad 
With Age, or with his Labour pad. 
His undeclining Strength feels no decay,. 
Still can he punifli thole who difobey. 


He can as ftrong an arm as e’er extend 



Tocrufh his Foes, his People to defend. 

t 

Nor dos he with a lefs attentive Ear 

The Crys of guiltlefs Suff’rers hear: 

/ • 

But then the Seafons of Deliv’rance red 


As Secrets in th’ Almighty’s Bread. 
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The Depths of Providence are fathomlels, 

i 

Nor will its Heights admit accefs, 

And therefore in his Pleafllre Man mud Acquiefce. 

He to his People dill Deliv’rance fends 
When it promotes their Good, and ferves his glorious Ends. 

' ; I 

His Counfels, which fo far exceed our reach, 

Sould Patience and Submiflion teach. 


He 
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He gives fupplies of Pow’r to thofe tfjat waht, 
Strengthens the Feeble ahd revives the Faint. 
The Youdgeft Men in whofe diftendedVeins, 
And brawny Nerves Athletic Vigor reigns, 

If they on God fhould not rely, 

Would quickly languilh, link and die. 

But thole who humbly on his Strength depend, 
Their ftock of Vigor neer fliall fpend. 

He’ll reinforce them with recruits of Pow’r, 

And their decaying Strength feftdre. 

They (hill on Wirtgs like Eagles liiodnt on high? 
And with like force and fwiftnefs cut the Sky. 
They (hall or Walk or Run, ftill forward ptefs, 
And ne’er complain of Wearinefs. , 

God daily (hall their Strength encreafe, 

That they their Burdens may fuftain with Eafe, 
Till he lhall chufe his time his Captives to releafe. 
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Part of the LII 

And the whole 


LIII Chap, oflfaiah, 

PARAPHRAS’D. 

Y Servant (hall acquire divine Renown, 

And regal Honours lhall his Temples crown. 

Kings at his Feet their Diadems (hall lay, 

And all the willing World his Empire lhall obey. 

His Godlike Government and righteous Laws 
From Men and Angels (hall receive applaufe. * 

He (hall his own and Subjects Rights maintain, 

ProteCt his Friends, Oppreflbrs rage reftrain, 

And everlafting Peace (hall blefs his glorious Reign. 

As Men at his Affliction were amaz’d 
And on his wondrous Woe with Horror gaz’d, 

( Whofe Face was fo deform’d, his Flefh fo worn 
With all the Toyl and Torments he had born, 

No Eye e’er faw, no Tongue can e’er exprefs 
Such perfe£t Grief fuch infinite diftrefs.) 

So (hall he be exalted and his height, 

Shall bear proportion to his humble (late. 

His Heav’nly DoCtrines on the Nations round 
Shall fall as dropping Rain upon the Ground. 

N n 2 
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Attentive Monarchs with a greedy Ear 

Shall all his wife Divine Inftrunions hear. 

They'll with profound Humility receive 

The Oracles and Counfels he (hall give. 

No more their impious Tongues (hall him condemn, 

No more Religion or its God blafpherae. 

His Godlike Wildom they (hall all adore, 

* 

And joyful Tydings hear they never heard before. 
Tydingsthat new and wondrous Things aflert, 

That God the Nations will at length convert 
And of his Kingdom make the Heathen World a part. 



C H LIII When the Meffiab by his Love inclin'd 
And tender Mercy mov’d to loft Mankind, 
From his Immortal Throne on high defcends 


To compafs all his great and glorious Ends, 
Who in the bleft Redeemer will believe ? 


Who’ll the Divine Commiffioner receive, 

Or to his Heav’nly Meflage Credit give ? 

He’ll not advance in Pomp and regaiState, 

No (houting Crowds (hall on his Chariot wait. 
No Harbengers or Heralds (hall proclaim 

His coming down, and (pread abroad his Fame. 

__ * 

He (hall no Guards, no long Retinue take 
Like earthly Kings that Publick Entrys make. 
He’ll not as Lords and mighty Conq’rours do, 

Vaft Armys head the Nations to fubdue, 

And found an Empire for th* ambitious Jew. 
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Mean and obfcure fhall be my Servants Birth, 

As that of Plants in dry and barren Earth. 
Expecting fome great General fhould arife 

M 

The Jews his Poor Extra&ion fhall defpife. 

They will his Sacred Perfon too condemn, 

And the great Pow’r and Word of God blafpheme. 
As his Condition and his Birth are low, 

Mean and defpis’d, his Perfon too is fo. 

They’ll in his Face no Air of Greatnefs fee, 

Nor in his Mien the marts of Majefty. 

, 1 

He’ll by uncommon Beauty ne’er be known 
Diftinguifh’d by Calamity alone. 

His Prefence will not caufe or Love, or Aw, 

» 

But great Contempt from all Spectators draw. 
Hence Men will my Commiffioner negledt, 

And all his gracious Overtures reject. 

His Life fhall be but one continu’d Chain 
Of Labour, Sorrow, and confuming Pain. 

He dayly fhall converfe with Grief and Woe, 

And with Afflidtion fhall familiar grow. 
Unmeaftired Stiff*rings, exquifite 6iftrefs, 

And pondrous Trouble fhall his Soul oppreis. 

Thefe fad Companions fhall around'him flay, 
Confume his Flefh and on his Vitals prey: 

< i 
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Th’ obdurate Jews my Servant will defame, 

And of his low Eftate exprefs theif Shame. 

The guiltlefs, juft and wondrous Man fhall hear 
Such heavy Grief and Torments fo (evere 
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Th’ Almighty’s high difpleafure to atone 
For other Mens Tranfgreffions, not his own* 

He (hall the whole Colle&ed Guilt affume 

Of loft Mankind, and fufler in their room; 

* / 

Yet will the fpiteful Jew blafpheme, and fay 
That God did all this Vengeance on him lay 
To punifhhis enormous Crimes, who ne’er 
Was known from Virtue’s ftritfteft Rule to err. 

No, our Offences all his Pains procure, 

For our Tranfgreffions he’ll his Wounds endure. 

By his moft free and merciful Confent 

He’ll undergo the mighty Punifliment 

Due to the Sins of Men, and. fo remove 

Th’ Almighty’s Wrath, and make our Peace above. 

He on his Guiltlefs felf our Guilt (hall take, 

\ 

And by his Sufferings full attonement make. 

By his fharp Stripes he’ll Eafe to us procure, 

And by his Death Eternal Life enfure. 

Since Adam fell, all his degenerate Kind 
The Heav’nly Paths of Virtue have declin’d: 

Fond of their own pernicious, finful way 
They’re loft like ftraggling Sheep and gone affray. 
All-gracious God has on his Servant laid 
The Sins of all, for all have difobey’d. 

All the black Streams of Guilt do hither flow 
As all the Rivers to the Ocean go. 

He that lb vaft a load would not decline, 

Muft fure be confcious of a Strength Divine. 


Juft ice 
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Juftice incens’d did Punifhrtient demand, 

Exacting Payment at th’ offenders Hand r 

And fince we could not pay fo great a Sum, ^ 

The bleft Mejfiah Sfcretyrdid r become.' 

V * 

He did himfelfthe rriighty Dfebtdifcharge 'v.v 

Due to offended HeaV’n arid Man enlarge. ' 

When God’s Right-Hand with Vengeance arm’d, defigri’d 
To execute his Wraths on Humane Kind, 

He interpofin g, oa his r GuiMefs Head - f 
Receiv’d the Blow^ ,and fiifferdinour Stead. 

For as theharmlefs Sheep beneath:the Shears 
Is Dumb, and all his SufFrings meekly bears, 

Dos ev’n witttduSt Refiftariee, Naife dr Strife 

When to the! {Slaughter led,, lay down his life: ! \ 

With like Submiffion does the Lamb of God, 

Bear furious Perfeoutirin’s Iron Ro^.! ! i 

In profecj^a of rhfo/btaft i delign , L; ;. } - 1 . 

His Pains he’ll umd^go^ hi$dife refiga ! > ! ’ 

Serene as Heav’n,! aodrwld #s I>ovei Divine-. J i 


r'N * 


I'O ’JfJJ'I pfiv 1 •' li' ! ' VLdrJ ; - • 

’Tis tn^ fat, laf} furtnountihis Woes, 

Break all tlj^.PowJrs^tl^his high.'Aims oppofe, I: > 

And Triumph ajet ^ lyfalicOoflhis FOeSi -^: , 3 

* 

He’ll from the Iropj ■: . 

And from the Dull Head.-: . ' >. 

He feall with brighter ^lpty to tfifeL$ktys ' ! 

After a red and I:§r ,-sq -:ju 

The Conq’rour. ^hall afeepfUur Roy&St&te^qfe.y, : 
And Death it felf in Gha^s fhalldrihim wajto’T" '■■■' 1 
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When thus Exalted he (hall live to fee 
A numberlefs believing Progeny. 

Of his Adopted Sons the Godlike Race 
Exceed the Stars that Heavn’s high Arches grace- 
A willing Vittim he refign’d his Breath 
In all the Tortures of a ling ring Death. 

To fuffer as a Criminal convey’d. 

The Grave his Bed he with the Wicked made. 

Tho’ fo much Pain and Shame he underwent, 

Yet was he Righteous, Pure and Innocent. 

He all his Ignominious Torments bore, 

Man to his Maker’s Favour to reftore. 

To raife laps’d Adams Race from Death and Hell 

To the moft happy State from'whence they fell. 

• r > 

1 

V 

Tho* he was juft and fpotlefs, yet his God 
Was pleas’d to bruife and wouiid him with his Rod. 
When that a Ranfom may for Man be paid 
He of his Life an Off ring (hall have made, 

He from the Grave (hall as a Conq’rour come, 

And next his Fathers Throne his former Seat refume. 
Where he (hall dwell fecure from Death and Pain, 
And endlefs, as his Life, (hall be his Reign. ! 

A numerous Seed a pure and Godlike Line 
Breathing Repentance, and Belief Divine, 
Quicken’d by his Prolific Death (hall crown 

« 

His SufFrings part, and him their Father own. 

His work compleated he’ll with great content 

# 

Review the Torments which he underwent. 
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He fhall enjoy the Travel of his Soul ; 

Pleas’d to have drank th’ Almighty’s wrathful Bowl 
The Glory of his Father he’ll regard 
And Man’s Redemption as a ful reward. 

For by his Knowledge and Celeftial Grace 
He’ll many fave of Adams finful Race. 

He of their Guilt fhall the vaft Burden bear, 

Shall all their Debt by Sin contracted clear, 

»* 

And at th’ Almighty’s Bar their Advocate appear. 

Therefore th’ Eternal faid, above the Skys 
My righteous Servant fhall in Triumph rife. 

He with the Mighty and the Great (hall (hare: 

Renown, Applaufes, and the Spoils of War. 

p 

Wide as the World fhall be his regal Sway, 

And fubjeCt Monarchs fhall his Laws obey. 

He all triumphant Conq’rours fhall excel, 

Rich with the fpoils of Death, the Grave and Hell. 

His Chariot-Wheels fhall drag along the ground 
DeftruCtion ruin’d with a deadly Wound. 

Captivity expos’d to publick fcorn, 

A fetter’d Slave his triumph fhall adorn. 

Thefe Honours on my Servant I’ll confer, 

Becaufe he chofe the Pains of Death to bear, 

From Man impending Vengeance to avert, 

And of the ruin’d Race a cholen part 
To fave from Death and Hell, their due defers 
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PARAPHRASE i 


A S God advanc’d from lofty Temans Head, 

And o’er the Plains of Paran came, 

The Heav’ns around were vyith his glory ipread, 
And Wonders on the Earth ft is Prefence did proclaim. 
He did the Marks of Majefty difplay, 

1 4 * t 

And fearful Enfigns of Omnipotence, f 

Ten thoufand Prodigys prepar’d his way, 

1 * *. 

Such Power th’ Almighty did difpence. 

1 * ' 

- 1 . 

Torrent's of Glory dazling bright, 

Too fierce and keen for Humane Sight 

» r - ** 

Broke from th’ immenfe Abyfs of uncreated Light. 
Ev n from his Hands a bright Eruption came, 

A pointed Efflux of Immortal Flame. 
Tranfcendant Splendor did th’ Almighty fhroud, 
No lefs than did the thick furrounding Cloud. 

His Being thus lay hidden either way, 

In too much Darknefs, br in too much Day. 

Of thirfty, panting Plagues a fiery Trains 
Pale Peftilence and yelling Pain^ 
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His dreadful Equipage, before him ran, 

And of his Terrors led the Van. 

* 

While Famine, Defolation and Delpair, 

Wringing their Hands and tearing off their Hair, 

A formidable Troop, came howling in the Reer. 

Th’ Almighty on the Frontiers made a ftand 
To meafure out the promis’d Land. 

He did diftindHy circumfcribe 
ThTnheritance of every Tribe. 

That done the Nations he afunder drove, 

And march’d the Lords of Canaan to remove. 

His fwift-wing’d Whirlwinds onward flew, 

And o’er the Hills his Chariot drew; 

Whole awful Wheels roll’d on in Clouds and Smoke, 
Whence Flakes of Fire and flafhing Lightnings broke. 
Such Bolts were call, fuch Thunder claps did roar, 
As (hook the Rocks which never Ihook before.. 

The fhudd’ring Hills expreft their dread 
And everlafting Mountains bow’d their aged Head. 

When I fret march’d o’er dry Arabia’s Sand, 

By Mofes led to Canaan s Land, 

How were the States on either fide 
At their approach alarm’d and terrify’d ? 

How did the Tents of Cufhan fhake ? 

How did the Kings of Miclian quake ? 

How did they dread the Fame of Ifrel's God, 

And his great Gen’ral’s wonder-working Rod ? 


That 
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That Rod which turn’d toCryftal Walls the Flood, 

Its Virtue ftill retains,' 

And in the trernbling Heathens Veins 
Chills and congeals their Vital Streams of Blood. 

Did e’er the Rivers God difpleafe ? 

Or did his Anger rife againft the Seas, 

That he their Waters did divide, 

And toll'd-them up on Heaps ©n either fide, 

When he prepar’d his^ warlike Equipage 

His Chariots and hi$ Horfe King Pbaroah to ei!igag6 ? 

No, thofe amazing Miracles were fhown ; ; 

To make his kindnefs to his People known. 

His Chariots and his Horfemen brought r • 
Salvation to the Tribes., for whom he fought. 

He did his fatal Bow prepare, 

And all his dreadful Inftruments of War, 

Which put the Pagan Lords to flight 
And from their Country chas’d the Cananite. . 

Thus to his Promife God was true 
Which to the Tribes he did fo oft renew. ' 

1 

As IJrae? s Hofi: advanc’d to Canaan s Land, 

Oppreft with drought amidft the Sand. 

Refrefhing Streams were in the Defart found, 

And bubbling Springs broke from the thirfty Ground. 
Inftead of Fire th’ Almighty ftruck 
Frefh Water from the Flinty Rock. 
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r 

» . / 

When God in Triumph did appear* 

The lofty Mountains (hook for fear. 

Jordan held back his cleaving Flood 
And high in Craggy Heaps the Cryftal Waters ftood. 
Bare and defrauded of its Tyde, 

The fandy Chanel lay from fide to fide; ' 

This Paflage for the Tribes th’ Almighty did providle.. 
Th’ obfequiou6 Deep did raife its roaring Voice 
And (plit afunder with prodigious noife 
It fhew’d as if by lifting up the Hand 
It’s Readinefs t’ obey the high Command. 

p* , 

At God’s command the reftlefs Sun 1 

• , i 

That as a Gyant loves his Courfe to runi, 

Did in his full Carreer his Chariot ftay 

• - 

On Heav’ns Defcent, and ftopt the falling Day; 

Progreffive Time was at a ftand, 

His drooping Wings unable to expand. 

The Conftellations, and th’aftonilh’d Moon, 
Halted to gaze upon the (landing Sun. 

So long its ling’ring Orb its Light did lend 
As Jojhuatis Troops had Spears to (pend; 

As long as they had Darts to caft away, 

* 

Or there remain’d a Foe to flay. 

> • 

In Indignation God thro* Canaan paft, 

And with his terrible alarms 
And Conq’ring Arms 

He chas’d the Kings, and laid the Nations waft 


. * ' 
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Ifrels Salvation to compleat 
He onward march’d the Heathen to defeat; 

To fave his People and to crown 
Great Jojuas Arms with Triumph arid Renown, 

To Canaan's Kings he gave a deadly Wound 
And did their Friends and Familys confound. 

He overthrew their Palaces 
Th’ Imperial Seats of Pride and Wickediiefs. 

He broke the Pillars that fuftain’d their weight, 

And raz’d the ftrong Foundations of their State. 

God did by Ifrel's Arms fiibdue 
Their Towns and all their Villages o’erthrew. 

Tho’ at the firft the Nations round arofe 
And like a Tempeft did our March oppofe, 

They onward came with Shouts of Joy 
As fure the Tribes they fhould deftroy: 

They did our Army fo much flight 
They thought they came to Plunder, not to fight 
O Ijrael y in defpight of thefe alarms, 

In fpite of all their Plots and Arms : 

Thou with thy Conq’ring Sword didft make thy way, 

From Jordans Flood to the great Weftern Sea. 

Thus for the Tribes th’ Almighty did appear, 

Once to their God his People were fo dear. 

But now he threatens to employ ; ■ 

Ajfyrian Arms his People to deftroy. 

For this my Blood hangs curdled in my Veins, 

And ftrong Convulfions rend my tortur’d Reins 


My 
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My Bones all rattle in their rocking Frame, 

And in my Heart Fear damps the Vital Flame. 
Horror my Spirits does poflefs, 

Nor can my quiv’ring Lips one perfedt word exprefs. 
I Tremble now, and Weep and Mourn, 

That when the fad amazing Turn 
Shall happen, and the gloomy Day 
Of Vengeance all its Terrors fllall difplay; 

Safe from the Tempeft I may find, 

Peace in my Houfe, and Comfort in my Mind. 

I’ll to th’ Almighty’s Mercy fly 
And on his faithful Providence rely, 

When Babylon s infulting King 
Shall all his fierce and numerous Armys bring, 
Armys to Blood and Rapine bred, 

To pull down T/r’e/’s lofty Head, 

And dreadful Defolation o 7 er our Citys fpread 

And then tho’ Famine fhould invade, 

Tho’ Plants and Flow’rs and Fruits fhould fade; 

t 

Tho’ on the Vine no Clutters fhould appear, 

And tho’ theFig-tree fhould no Blofloms bear; 
Tho’ th’ Olive yields not to the Drefler Oyl, 

And barren Fields defeat the Farmer’s toyl; 

Tho’ the high Fblds no bleating Flocks furround, 
And in the Stalls ho lowing Heards are found; 

Yet I’ll rejoyce in God my fure defence, 

■ /' 

♦ 

And in his Strength repofe my Confidence. 


Still 
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Still will I truft him ftill I will believe, 

That he will IjreT s Captive State retrieve: 

That to our Country he’ll our Sons reftore, 

And refcue them from Babylonijh Pow’r. 
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